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THE ONE WHO SAW. 

CHAPTEE I. 

THE SHADOW OR THE PATH. 

At.t. was bustle and excitement at the railwaj station 
of the little Cornish village of Gwynant. Placed at the 
end of a curved cutting that debouched from a tree-clad 
hill, the station was always picturesque, hut to-day the 
green foliage of the sycamores that embowered the plat- 
form took an added colour from festoons of flags 
stretched across the line. 

The occasion was the home-coming of Captain Harold 
Pentreath, only son and heir of Sir Michael Pentreath, 
the ffrand seigneur of the place and owner of Pentreath 
Cas^e, whose hoary turrets were visible on the opposite 
hillside. For four years the young of&oer had been 
absent with his regiment in India, and the inhabitants, 
most of them dependent In some way or other on Sir 
Michael, had assembled to give him welcome. 

There was to be no formal address, or any other op- 
portunity for the inflation of pompous lungs. Nearly 
all those present on the platform had known Harold 
Pentreath from childhood, and were aware that a hearty 
cheer and a warm handshake would mean more to him 
than the mouthing of long-winded adulation. Above 
all, knowing him as they did, these shrewd but simple 
Cornish folk intended to avoid all reference to the little 
bronze cr<Hs " For Valour " which he had won in a cer- 
tain desperate flght on the frontier. 

The Harold Pentreath whom they held in affectionate 
remembrance had ever been a modest lad, and he would 
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3 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

be the laat to appreciate puUic congratulations on bis 
" V.C." 

Standing apart from the most important group, which 
comprised tbe Vicar, Sir Michael's bailiff, and one or two 
tenant farmers, was a tall, sweet-faced girl, simply 
dressed in a serge skirt, a print blouse and a neat sailor 
bat She had the air of being acquainted with every one, 
and yet of wishing to remain aloof from them for the 
moment The weU-poised head was resolutely turned to 
the mouth of the cutting, as if its owner was determined 
to ignore the kindly interest taken in her presence there 
— an interest evinced by the exchange of significant nods 
and glances among the bystanders. 

" Well, I don't know who has a right to be here if 
Helen Learoyd hasn't," said the Vicar, intercepting a 
sympathetic wink between two of his farmer friends. 
" If Harold hadn't been unexpectedly recalled to his 
regiment for active service four years ago I expect she'd 
have had a bigger right still by now." 

" It was common talk at the time," the bailiff 
assented. " I doubt, thou^, if Sir Michael would have 
agreed to the match." 

" By the way, Wedmore, how is Sir Michael to-day t " 
inquired the Vicar, adroitlj' diverting a discussion 
hardly suitable to a crowd. 

" Very poorly — so queer that neither her ladyship nor 
Miss Gwendolen could leave him to come to the station. 
Doctor Learoyd saw him this morning and told me that 
his heart is in a very weak state," was the reply. 

A distant rumble in the cutting heralded the approach 
of the train, which presently swept round the curve to a 
standstill at the platform, drawing all eyes to the open 
door of a first-clase compartment, whence a sun-browned, 
soldierly yoimg man stepped amidst the acclamations of 
the assembled villagers. Harold Fentreath's face, 
somewhat stem in repose, lighted up with responsive 
warmth under the cordial greeting. Shaking hands 
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THE SHADOW ON THE PATH. 8 

right and left, he had a Word for every one — for every 
one, at least, but for Helen Learoyd, who had shrunk 
shyly into the background when the train came in. 

At last, however, having worked his way through the 
throng towards the gate where the Castle dogcart was 
waiting for him, he came face to face with her. She 
smiled, and put out her hand. 

" This makes it all complete ; I should have been dis- 
appointed without this, and yet how good of you to have 
come," he said in a low voice. 

Knowing her sensitive nature, what he meant was 
that he understood the effort it must have cost her to 
brave the gossip which would follow her presence there. 
And then with a soldierly instinct he turned a weak 
position to advantage by grasping it boldly. 

" How d'ye do, Perkins i " he called out to the groom 
in charge of the cart " Get the porters to give you my 
light luggage, and then drive back to the Castle. I shall 
walk as far as the lodge gates with Miss Ijcaroyd." 

" But really " Uie girl began to protest 

" That will be all right," Harold interrupted her with 
the privilege of old friendship. And with a parting 
wave of his hat, eliciting a final and more enthusiastic 
round of cheers, he walked out of the station with Helen 
at his side. She reserved her reproaches till they were 
out of earshot, the people, with inborn West Country 
politeness, allowing them to get well ahead along the 
leafy lane that led through the village to the Castle. 

" Tou shouldn't have done that," she said at last. 
" You've come back more masterful than ever. They 
are all dear good souls, and I believe they love ue both, 
but yon know how they'll talk." 

" I did it to stop their talking, or rather to give them 
something worth talking about," replied Harold. 
" Wait till we're out of sight round that bend in the lane, 
and then 111 disclose my diplomatic reason for behaving 
so badly." 
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4 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

So, when the convenient comer was passed, the old, 
old atory was told once more, and the telling was the 
easier because in all but name these two had been lovers 
already when their idyll had been cut short by Harold's 
sudden recall from leave. 

" All the voyage home I have been wondering how 
soon I should get my chance to speak, dearest, but I 
hardly hoped that it would come off the very first day of 
my return," he murmured, gathering with swift intui- 
tion from the sweet up-turned face that his wooing 
prospered. 

" You wouldn't have had tiie opportunity, sir, if you 
hadn't made me conspicuous by forcing me to walk 
home with you," Helen replied demurely. 

" That was my beautiful strategy," laughed Harold. 
" I knew those good people would set their tongues wag- 
ging anyhow — just because my little girl had the pluck 
to get an early sight of me — so I thought we had better 
kill surmise from the very first by publicly posing as an 
engaged couple. For we are an engaged couple now, 
darling, are we not ? " 

Helen glanced unconsciously at the grey Castle, loom- 
ing nearer now among the tree tops. IJE she followed 
the dictates of her heart there was but one anewer she 
could give to the man at her side, who had gone away a 
merry stripling, and had come back a tried soldier of 
renown. H^r maiden love had been his long ago ; how 
much more then was she prepared for a full surrender 
now that they were both of years of discretion ? 

Yet it was not all plain sailing by any means. There 
was grim old Sir Michael up there at the Castle, who 
was notoriously set upon his only son, the heir to the 
baronetcy, making what the world calls a good match. 
He would be likely to oppose tooth and nail a mar- 
riage between his son and the daughter of his medical 
attendant — old friend and favourite though the latter 
was. 
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THE SHADOW ON THE PATH. S 

" You must not be angry with me, dear Harold, if I 
make a condition," she replied at length. 

Her lover, who had noticed the timid glance at his 
ancestral home, guessed what that condition waa. " Ton 
mean my father's consent," he said. " Well, I may 
have a little trouble with him, but I don't anticipate that 
he wiU hold out long when he finds that my mother and 
Gwen are ranged on our side. They are both devoted 
to you." 

" Still, I could not cause a quarrel between you and 
your father, dear," persisted Helen firmly. " And per- 
haps I am just a little bit proud. The moment you can 
cOTue to me and say that Sir Michael approves, I — I will 
consider myself yours, Harold." 

In their preoccupation they had not perceived that 
they had nearly reached their destination, but as Helen 
ottered those fateful words she came to a standstill at 
the iron gates leading into the long carriage-drive up to 
the Castle. Harold halted, too, and seized both her 
hands. 

" Tou do love me though, little Helen ? " he pleaded. 

" Tes, dear, now and always," came the confident 
reply. 

" Then, with that sweet knowledge to give me courage, 
I shall soon batter down the old man's resistance. There 

shall be no more separations for you and By Jove I 

what's that shadow ? " 

Following the direction of his gaze, Helen at once 
saw the cause of his sudden interruption. The lodge 
gates were situated nearly in the angle of the park wall, 
at a place where two roads met, and on the pathway at 
the side of the road in which they stood lay the black 
shadow of something round the comer of the wall. 
Something, was it ? Some one, rather ; for the shadow 
had the semblance of an elongated human head. It re- 
mained perfectly stationary for at least five seconds 
after Harold's exclamation, but then it began to move, 
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e THE ONE WHO SAW. 

and there came swiftly roand the corner, as though in 
continuation of a hurried walk, the tall figure of a man. 

He waa dressed in a long black frock coat, and wore 
a straw hat, which he raised with a curious mixture of 
deference and familiarity as he passed. He was thin 
almost to emaciation, yet his long lean limba gave an 
impression of streng^ rather than weakness, as though 
wrought of finely tempered steel. A fleshleas, clean- 
shaven face heightened the effect of his prominent eye- 
balls. It was the type of countenance that defies an 
accurate guess at age, but this man could not have been 
under thirty or over fifty. 

Harold Fentreatb stared at him as he went by — ^firat 
with amazement, then with a rapidly clouding brow. 

" What on earth is that fellow doing in Gwynant? " 
he asked of Helen after repressing an obvious inclina- 
tion to accost the retreating pedestrian. 

" That is Dlr. Sergius Vamdyke, my father's assistant 
for the past six months," replied Helen. " But you 
seemed to know him, Harold, though the recognition 
didn't appear to be mutual i " 

The young man did not answer the question directly. 
There had been a touch of scorn or something stronger 
in the girl's tone as she pronounced Vamdyke's name 
that demanded explanation. 

" X can see that you don't like him," he remarked 
tentatively. 

" I dislike him intensely ; there is something uncanny 
and mysterious about him," was Helen's reply. Harold, 
who was looking after the tall, receding figure, did not 
notice that she seemed to be about to say more, but 
checked herself. 

" Then you can make your mind easy about one thing 
— ^he won't be in Qwynant long," said Harold hotly. 
" It is too long a story to tell just now, but I do know 
him — as no fit associate for decent people. When Doc- 
tor Learoyd is informed of Mr. Vamdyke's previoui 
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THE SHADOW ON THE PATH. 7 

noord in India, he will show him the door without a 
Becond thought I wiU take an early opportunity of 
Epeaking to your father on the subject" 

"Don't be rash, Harold; I confess to being just a 
little bit afraid of the creature," said Helen anxiously. 
" And now you must really go on to the Castle without 
an instant's delay, or Lady Pentreath aud dear Gwen 
will never forgive me for detaining you. Besides — I 
ought to have mentioned it before — Sir Miohael is 
raUier more poorly than usual to-day." 

" He must and shall he well enough to fulfil that con- 
dition of yours before he goes to bed to-night," said 
Harold impetuously. " Gkiod-bye, darling, till to-mor- 
row. I shall bring yon the news after breakfast, and 
kill two birds with one stone by settling that fellow's 
hash." 

And as he strode up the drive towards the grey facade 
of the old mansion his thoughts flew back to a scene in 
the mess-room of a distinguished regiment in the far-off 
Punjab three years before, when a pale-faced but inso- 
lently defiant culprit stood arraigned before a number of 
indignant gentlemen. 

A European stranger of plausible manners, giving out 
that he was travelling for pleasure, bad appeared in the 
cantonments, and managing to scrape acquaintance with 
one of the subalterns, had been invited, after the hospi- 
table fashion of the East, to dine at mess. During the 
evening the celebrated golden salt-cellars, presented to 
the regiment by the great Duke of Marlborough, were 
missed, but a word from a lynx-eyed mess-sergeant in the 
ear of the colonel had resulted in the stranger being 
asked to turn out his pockets. The salt-cellars were 
there sure enough, but rather than incur the scandal of 
having had a thief for a guest, the colonel, with a fine 
contempt, had simply bidden the delinquent begone. 

He had cleared out from the place, no one knew 
whither, but Harold had no doubt that the man now re- 
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8 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

siding in this peaceful Comisb village as Doctor I^a- 
royd's assistant, and described by the Doctor's daughter 
as " uncanny and mysterious," was the detected thief 
who had smiled sardonically at himself and his brother 
officers three years ago. 

" What has the sneak been up to in the interval, and 
why was he listening, motionless, behind the angle of 
the wall while I talked to Helen like that } " Harold 
asked himself with growing suspicion. 

But the sight of his mother and sister waiting to wel- 
come him under the portico drove Mr. Sergius Vamdyke 
into the background of bis mind for the present. 
Though the undesirable stranger was destined to loom 
largely on his horizon very shortly, many things would 
wear a different aspect for him ere then. 

If only he could have foreseen with what bitterness he 
would remember that the first ominous sign of Vam- 
dyke's presence had been a shadow on the path — a path 
that just then had seemed lighted up by hope and love 1 
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CHAPTER n. 

THE DOCTOb's PATLinO. 

Aftkb parting with her lover, Helen made the best 
of her waj homeward. Doctor Learoyd's house, which 
stood outside the village, could be readied bj two routes 
from the lodge-gates. The shorter would have entailed 
retracing her steps a short distance, and then striking 
into a road that ran not far from the edge of the cliffs ; 
bat Yamdyke had gone that way, and Helen instinct- 
ively chose a longer walk across fields rather than run 
the risk of overt^ing her father's assistant. 

For in expressing her vague dislike of the man she 
bad refrained from spoiling Harold's return by confid- 
ing to him that Vamdyke was persistently annoying her 
with most unwelcome attentions. It had begun almost 
immediately after his engagement as assistant, and 
Helen had only been prevented from complaining to her 
father by the suspicion that Vamdyke had been quick to 
penetrate the secret which, since her mother's death, had 
clouded her young life. 

She was to be unpleasantly reminded of that secret 
this very afternoon. Letting herself in by a side-gate in 
the garden wall, she crossed a shady lawn with the inten- 
tion of entering the house through one of the French 
windows of the dining-room, which had been left open 
to cateh a breeze from the sea. Her light footfall on 
the velvet turf gave no warning of her approach, and she 
was already on the threshold when a well-known sound 
thrilled her with a keen disappointment that almost 
uooimted to anger. 
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The Bound was the click of the collarette door is the 
old oak sideboard. 

Passing quickly into the room, her advent came as 
an evident surprise to a finely-built grey-haired man of 
middle age, who was diluting a half-tilled tumbler of 
whisky from a syphon of soda-water. He gave a start 
on seeing her, and looked sheepish, but as though afraid 
of being prevented tossed the mixture off at a draught 

" I'm sorry, father," Helen aaid gently, 

'* It's all right, child — first I've had to-day, I give 
yoQ my word," Doctor Learoyd replied. " And," he 
added, regretfully inspecting the dregs in the glass, 
" upon my honour it shall be Uie last I have had a long 
round, and felt tired." 

Helen surveyed him with a scrutiny in which aflfee- 
tion was mingled with doubt Experience had taught 
her a sad distrust of these statements. " Try, dad, and 
give it up — for my sake, if you won't for your own," she 
pleaded. " Think of the disgrace, the ruin, that would 
fall upon us if it leaked out that you sometimes took 
too much. I'm not sure that it isn't too late already, for 
I fear that your odious assistant suspects." 

Doctor Learoyd winced, but tried to pass the matter 
off with an uneasy laugh. " Come," he said, " you are 
making too mnch of t£e thing. I am never what yoa 
may call the worse for it till late at ni^t, when there's 
no one to see me. Vamdyke certainly can't have, as he 
doesn't live in the houae." 

Helen shrugged her shoulders at the, as it seemed to 
her, hopeless admission. " Then we are living on a 
powder magazine," she rejoined. " Any night when yon 
are — like that — ^you may be called to a case, and what 
would happen theni Good name, friends, patients — • 
all would be gone in a moment Oh, dad dear, do yon 
ever wonder if mother knows! " 

The Doctor passed his hand across his eyee, and there 
was a break in his voice as he answered : " That's a 
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THE DOCTOH'S FAH-TNG. H 

floimd ai^ument, little girl, and it shall prevail — 
though, God knows, it was losing her that first started 
this." With which he almost threw the tumbler on to 
the sidehoard, and abruptly left the room, going out into 
the garden through the French window. 

I^e air of contemptuous finality with which he pnt 
aside his glass did not deceive Helen in the least, and she 
did not seek to detain him. To speak of her meeting 
with Harold Fentreath at the station, and of the condi- 
tional promise she had made, seemed little less than 
8acril^;e in that whiskey-laden atmosphere. It would 
have been selfish, too, she thought, to talk of her own 
love at a time when her father's mind was turned upon 
bis dead wife ; so she went slowly up the narrow, old- 
faahioned staircase to her own eyrie under the thatched 
roof, and yielded to a few tears of mingled joy and 
distress. 

The disagreeable reminder which she had just had of 
her father's failing invested ber promise to Harold with 
a new perplexity. In the exhilaration of the reunion 
and of the sweet confession poured into her willing ears, 
ahe bad forgotten the skeleton in the closet at home — 
the terrible secret hitherto unshared, but which it would 
behove her to disclose to a future husband before sad- 
dling him with a drunken father-in-law. Yea, duty was 
duty, and on the morrow, should Harold bring news of 
Sir Michael's consent, she would confide her trouble to 
him. 

In her heart of hearts she believed that her lover's 
constancy would he proof against tbe strain, and in any 
case it would be a relief to have his advice and guidance 
in the sorrow she had had to hear alone. Perhaps, when 
he bad a right to speak, his strong, man-of-the-world's 
wisdom would influence her father as ber womanly 
pleading had never done. 

Comforted by her decision to claim Harold's aaaist- 
anc^ Helen walked to the lattice window, and flung the 
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13 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

casement wider, for the weatlier was sultry, and there 
was a hint of thunder in the silence that hrooded over sea 
and land. Suddenly the stillness was broken by voioes 
below, and, looking down, she saw that Vamdyke had 
joined her father on the lawn. 

The assistant lodged at the post-office in the village, 
but usually came up in the late afternoon to dispense in 
the surgery the medicines prescribed for patients by the 
Doctor and himself during the day. 

Concealing herself behind the curtain, Helen watched 
her father in anxiety lest his recent visit to the cellarette 
should be betrayed in his speech or manner. But hia 
tone rang clear and steady as he tore a sheet of paper 
from his notebook and banded it to Vamdyke. 

" There are my prescriptions — nothing that calls for 
special remark, except in the case of Sir Michael Pen- 
treath," said Doctor Learoyd. " I found his heart very 
feeble to-day, and have therefore slightly increased the 
atrophauthus in bis mixture from ten to fifteen minima. 
Be careful with the drug. You know its deadly 
qualities." 

" Very good, sir," came the reply in the rasping voice 
that Helen hated. " And what about his sleeping- 
draught! I do not see it on your list." 

" Oh, I have persuaded him to try to give it up," re- 
plied the Doctor. " It is very bad for him, and coun- 
teracts the effect of the heart medicine. He is to have 
it again to-morrow if he finds that be really can't do 
without it, and I shouldn't be surprised if he changed bis 
mind and sent up for a draught this evening. It was 
only after I left him that I remembered that his son ia 
due home to-day, and that is sure to excite him." 

Helen, peering down from behind her curtain, saw 
Vamdyke make as though to go to the surgery, and then 
turn suddenly back to her father again. "You'll excuse 
my presumption, Doctor Learoyd, if J prescribe for 
you" he laughed insinuatingly. " You look so fagged 



bGooglt' 



THE DOCTOR'S FAILTNG. 13 

oat that I should recommend a whiskey and Boda and a 
n&p before dinner. No, I know yon are most abstemi- 
ooB as a rule, but — well, to tell yon the truth, I have had 
a long tramp myself, and I shouldn't mind joiuiug you 
in the liquid part of my prescription." 

If a glance could have slain, surely that would have 
been a death-bolt that shot from the flashing eyes at the 
bedroom window as the appeal to hospitality prevailed, 
and the Doctor led the way with alacrity into the bouse. 
Was the owner of the voluminous coat-akirts, flapping 
like the pinions of some ill-omened bird, who followed 
her father into the dining-room, the tempter who had 
caused the recent relapse ^— Helen asked herself. 

The midnight tragedies — they had been to her sensi- 
tive nature little less than that — when she had had to 
help her father up to bed in momentary fear lest the 
two maids should hear his stumbling footsteps, had cer- 
tainly increased since the man whom Harold had 
described as " not fit to associate with decent people " 
had been engaged as assistant. Tet till now nothing 
bad occurred to bring the connection to her notice. 

Her loathing for Vamdyke was so great as to master 
her first impulse to run downstairs and endeavour by 
her presence to shame her father from seizing upon the 
excuse so artfully contrived for him. She would have 
to bear as best she could one more evening of suspense, 
and possibly of humiliation. To-morrow would bring 
Harold's help, for even if he had no message from Sir 
Michael which would enable her lo ratify the engage- 
ment, she could rely on his informing the Doctor what 
manner of man his assistant was. She could not believe 
that her kindly, honourable father, who had no fault but 
one, would retain for a moment in his employment a 
man whose past held some disgraceful secrets. 

So she turned away from the door, and in so doing 
encountered a pair of very bright eyes surveying her 
calmly from the window. The eyes were set in the 
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sbarp, prematurely aged face of a boy of twelve, whioBe 
grimy, claw-like right hand clutched a gnarled stem of 
the ivy framing the casement, and which must have 
formed a precarious ladder to his present position. In 
hiB left band, thrust forward into the room, be carried a 
buscb of wild flowers. 

" Tommy ! " cried Helen, in friendly alarm for the 
child's safety. " Don't you know I told you never to do 
that again ? If you let go, or the ivy broke, you would 
fall, and be dashed to pieces on the gravel. Why could 
you not come to the door and ask for me ? " 

" That there cove what 'elps yer par Is in the 'ouae, 
and I'm feared on 'im — that's cos why. 'Ere, tike 'em ; 
then I can 'ang on wif both 'ands," replied the boy in a 
Cockney twang that seemed strangely incongruous in a 
Comiab village. 

Helen hastened to relieve him of his offering of 
flowers, and so give her youthful admirer the benefit of a 
double grip. Tommy Light was a waif who had drifted 
to Qwynant from London six years before, into the care 
of a reputed great uncle and aunt who lived in a hut on 
the beach — the last remnant of au extinct smu^Iing 
fraternity, driven by the failure of their old occupation 
to gain a livelihood by fishing. No one had been quite 
able to trace the relationship between the little Londoner 
and the ancient couple, but he had thriven under their 
rough protection, and was accounted, in local phrase- 
ology, " a bit of a limb." 

To Helen Leeroyd, who had nursed him through a 
bad illness, his devotion was intense. He was never so 
happy as when gathering flowers and ferns for her, or 
boldly exploring the steep cliff front in search of sea- 
birds' eggs, which were duly presented to his divinity, in 
spite of her protests that she did not care for such things. 

" Why are you afraid of Vamdyke ? " Helen asked 
with genuine curiosity. She was not aware that the boy 
had ever come into collision with the assistant 
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" I duren't tell. 'E threated to kill me if I did, and 
'e knows everythink," replied Tommy, a spasm of terri- 
fied recollection contorting his wizened face. 

" If you're so frightened of him you'd better make 
haste and climb down, for he may be in the room below 
ibis one any minute," said Helen. " I can't let yon in 
and dpwn through the house because of that bar across 
the window." 

" I tumble," replied Tommy with a rueful glance at 
the old-fashioned cross-bar that guarded the lattice, and 
with monkey-like agility be began to descend, clutching 
the ivy with elfin fingers. Helen watched with interest, 
for the room below, Uie window of which be had to pass, 
was the surgery where Vamdyke waa due to make up 
the medicines. Tbis window was not a French one, like 
that of the dining-room, but bad a raised sill three feet 
from the ground. The boy was climbing down rapidly 
past it, when Helen saw him pause, as if arrested by an 
irresistible fascination, and peer into the room. 

For five seconds his bright orbe, bidden by the wealth 
of creepers, fiickered upon the dim interior of the 
surgery; then, dropping with the silence of a cat on to 
the gravel, he sped across the lawn to the shrubs that bid 
the garden gate, and was lost to view. 
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CHAPTER HL 

HIQH WOBD8. 

The drawing-room at Pentreath Castle was a noble 
rfpartment, furnished in a mixture of faebiona all now a 
little out of date, though with nothing mould; or shabby 
in its appointments. Stately magnificence, added to by 
generations of Pentreatbs, always with a laudable desire 
to " go one better " than the preceding one, had resulted 
in the acciuuulation of many priceless valuables which 
it bad taken all the present Lady Pentreatb'a modem 
taste to bring into harmony. 

The superb sea-scape from the vast mullloned window 
that dominated the fertile valley ending in Gwynant 
Cove was the most precious heirloom of all, prized by 
Pentreatbs of many centuries since old Elizabethan 
days, when vi^lant eyes had watched thence the bine 
horizon for the topmasts of the Great Armada. 

In the embrasure of this window on the night of his 
return sat Harold Pentreath with his mother and sister, 
enjoying this prond possession of bis birthright to the 
full. Away across the sea great storm-banks were join- 
ing forces with the gloaming, but near at hand the 
pastures of the park lay peaceful in the fast fading 
light The three had dined together without Sir 
Alicbael, who, as a chronic invalid, took his meals 
separately. Harold had seen him on arrival, and was 
now sounding his mother as to the real state of bis 
health. He wanted another interview with him before 
retiring for tbe nigbt, but not if there was the sli^test 
danger of its having a serious effect on tbe sufferer from 
a weak heart. 
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Lady Pentreath, a fair, placid woman, showing no 
trace of having spent thirty years in the society of a 
peevish hypochondriac, shru^ed her plump shoulders 
and smiled comfortably. 

" Doctor Learoyd doesn't think him worse on the 
whole than when you went away," she made answer. 
" Of course, there's valvular disease of the heart, and 
yonr father has his good days and bad, but so long as he 
doesn't run up hill or do anything violent, his life is not 
threatened." 

*' Fancy papa running up hill, or doing anything vio- 
lent! " murmured Gwendoline Pentreath, a sunny- 
haired maiden of nineteen, who was a younger edition 
of her mother, and worshipped her soldier brother with 
an ardour in no way damped by her recent engage- 
ment. 

They laughed at Owen's remark, for, though they 
would not have put it into words, a lurking conviction 
was shared by all of them that Sir Michael made the 
most of his ailment out of sheer laziness. To attribute 
to him an intention of indulging in the exercises banned 
by the Doctor was the height of absurdity. 

Harold, however, pursued the matter. " By any- 
thing violent the Doctor means physical exertion, I sup- 
pose I " he aaked. " I am really anxious to know, be- 
cause I am going to see him in the library directly about 
— well, about something with which he may not be best 
pleased." 

" Ob, Harold, I can guess what this is, and I believe 
it will be all rightl " cried Gwen impetuously. " Dear 
Helen has been here with me a good deal lately, and 
papa admires her immensely." 

Lady Pentreath's well-shaped hand stole out and 
stroked her son's knee. " You have spoken to Helen 
herself, dear ? " she asked. " Ah, I see— on the way 
from the station this afternoon. Well, you know that 
you have my best wishes, for a truer, nobler heart than 
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Helen Learojd's never beat, and I shall be proud to call 
her daughter." 

Harold bent over and kissed his mother. " I 
counted ;ou two on m; side, but what about bim, and 
will it hurt him if I broach the subject to-nl^t 1 " he 
said. 

I^ady Pentreath felt it her du^ to consider the ques- 
tion in aU its bearings. " I don't believe that there is 
the slightest risk of any ill consequences," she replied 
after reflection. " As to how he may take your proposi- 
tion ia another matter. At nine o'clock — that is, in 
about a quarter of an hour — he will have his egg and 
brandy, and he is generally in a good humour then. 
That mil be your best time to approach him, and though 
he may bluster a little I think he may give way in the 
end. He has a kind heart at bottom, and, as Owen says, 
he has taken quite a fancy to Helen. How that sum- 
mer lightning gleams over the sea. We shall have a 
storm before morning." 

Harold glanced at his wateh, and turned to his sister. 
"My love-affair is ancient history, but what about yours, 
Gwen ? " he said. " There was no indication of any- 
thing of the kind in recent letters, yet I come home and 
find yon an engaged woman. Who is this chap Austin 
Conyers, who has had the double luck of finding favour 
with you and the governor i " 

" YoQ couldn't very well have been told before, unless 
we had cabled, Mr. Inquisitive, as it only happened a 
month ago," said Gwen, rising. "You tell him of 
Austin's perfections, mother dear, while I go and put 
my dachshunds to bed. I'm much too shy." 

Nothing loath, Lady Pentreath described Mr. Conyers 
with keen approval. Although he was not yet thirty, 
he was a rising barrister with an extensive practice, and 
as he was a younger son of Lord Eoysdale, the match 
had been at once pronounced by Sir Michael as "socially 
correct" The young people had known each other for 
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over a year, and it would be a marriage of mutual affec- 
tion pure and simple. 

" I am Bure that you will like Austin," Lady Pen- 
treath concluded her eulogy. " He has such a frankly 
boyish manner that you would never guess that be has 
acquired a reputation as a specialist in criminal cases. 
Hia insight in such matters is so marvellous that be is 
often consulted by the police about intricate mysteriee 
which they are unable to solve." 

" It sounds rather as if Gwea's young man was a de- 
tective," said Harold, with the trace of a soldier's con- 
tempt for a peaceful profession. 

But Lady Peatreath hastened to explain that Mr. 
Conyers was nothing of the sort Gwen's future hus- 
band did Dot bang about street comers shadowing peo- 
ple, or go prowling in disguise. He merely placed bis 
analytical ability, without fee or reward, at the service 
of tbe authorities whenever they chose to ask for it, as 
they frequently did on the strength of his wonderful 
success in the criminal courts. In fact, tbe solution of 
obscure puzzles had become a bobby with bim — just as 
actors when they have a holiday enjoy a visit to a 
theatre. 

"I expect he's a good fellow, or Gwen wouldn't be 
fond of him," said Harold. " And now as it's nine 
o'clock I'll go and get my business over. These class 
prejudices are a nuisance. If Doctor Learoyd was a 
peer of the realm instead of a country practitioner, I 
should not have any doubt of the issue." 

They both rose, and putting her hand on her son's 
shoulder. Lady Pentreath kissed him God-speed. 
" Whatever happens, you mustn't be bitter about your 
father's prejudices," she said. " They do not really 
apply in your case, for be appreciates Doctor Learoyd 
both as a gentleman and as a friend of many years' 
standing. If there is opposition, it will be because 
Helen will be a dowerless bride, but hope for the 
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best, Tou will find me here when the ordeal is 
over." 

Returning his mother's kise with interest, Harold left 
the drawing-room to put his fate to the toach in the 
lihrary, the door of which faced him at the end of a long, 
carpeted corridor. The latter at this point branched 
off at right angles into a meaner cross passage leading to 
the kitchen premises, and so intent was Harold on his 
purpose that he opened the library door, passed through 
and shut it behind him, without perceiving that a woman 
was coming along the passage. 

She wore the black dress and white cap and apron of 
a parlourmaid, and was carrying a silver salver, upon 
which was Sir Michael's " night-cap " of e^ and brandy. 
In the ordinary course, she would have tapped at the 
library door, and presented the mixture to her master; 
but to-night she stopped short while still round the cor- 
ner in the kitchen passage, and deposited the salver on 
the broad ledge of a window. Then with lighter foot- 
fall she continued her way to the juncture of the pas- 
sage with the corridor, and, keeping out of sight from 
the latter, hovered close to the door of the library. 

An interesting personality was that of Ann Watson, 
the maid, who by Sir Michael's special orders waited 
upon him in preference to any of her male colleagues. 
Possibly it was on that account that the valetudinarian 
baronet so greatly prized her services, for he was singu- 
larly susceptible to appearances. Ugly things and 
clumsy things, whether animated or otherwise, always 
made him worse. 

Ann was certainly not clumsy, as her behaviour on 
this eventful evening outside her master's door testified. 
The gliding motions, the suppressed breathing, the 
silent step — all these would have been a recommendation 
to the good graces of any invalid — in-stde the sick-room, 
that is to say. Still less could ugliness be laid to her 
charge, for though no longer in the first bloom and f resh- 
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nees of youth, she had regular features and a good figure. 
Some critics might have objected to the extreme pallor 
of her skin, the more remarkable from its contrast to the 
neatly banded coils of raven-black hair ; but the blemish, 
if so it could be considered, was atoned for by the purity 
of the waxen complexion. 

Such was the woman who for nearly ten minutes kept 
Sir Michael waiting for hie refreshment while Harold 
sought his consent to a marriage with sweet Helen Lea- 
royd. For the first half of ^e time no sound louder 
than the hum of conversation penetrated the thick oaken 
panelling of the door, but then by degrees Sir Michael's 
high-pitched, querulous tones asserted themselves, grow- 
ing louder and louder till there was no doubting their 
combative ring. Occasionally the deeper bass of Har- 
old's voice would join in, but always as though under 
control. 

Towards the end of the ten minutes, when the parley 
was at its height, Ann Watson stole back, fetched the 
salver, and advancing boldly now to the library door, 
knocked and entered. The baronet, in dressing-gown 
and slippers, lay on the couch, his thin form propped up 
by cushions. His heir, flushed but respectful, leaned 
against the mantelpiece. 

" No, I won't hear of it," Sir Michael was saying, 
or rather screeching, as the parlourmaid came in and 
handed the salver. For a moment in his excitement be 
did not see her, and added : " That's ray final word, 
Harold — ^for all your V. C. and your airs and graces." 

Then he caught sight of the tumbler of his favourite 
mixture, deferentially held before him by the apparently 
non-observant maid. He seized it eagerly, and Ana 
Watson, after a deft rearrangement of one of his pil- 
lows, retired with all the self-possession of a well-trained 
servant. 

In the corridor she came upon Owen, who bad been 
chasing a refractory dachshund pup, and had succeeded 
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in catching it just aa it was bolUng into the kitchen pas- 
sage. 

" Why, Watson ! " Miss Pentreath exelaimed. " It's 
a wonder joa're alive. You are ten minutes late with 
Sir Michael's restorative." 

" Yes, miss; I had the misfortune to use a not veiy 
nice egg. I did not discover it till I was nearly at the 
library door, and then, of course, I had to go Imck and 
make a fresh drink," was the glibly uttered reply. 

So Ann Watson passed on towards the servants' 
ofBoes, and all that Gwen saw was a correct back view of 
cap-streamers and crossed pinafore bands. But, unseen 
by the light-hearted maiden left behind, a phantom 
smile curled the thin lips of the baronet's favourite at- 
tendant as she pushed open the swing-door and was lost 
to sight. 

A quarter of an hour later Harold strolled into the 
drawing-room, where Gwen, having put the captured 
pup to bed, was sitting with her mother. 

" It is ^I right," he answered their eager questions, 
" I did him an injustice. He has given his sanction to 
the engagement being publicly announced to-morrow. 
By the way, mother, he asked me to say that he is rather 
tired after our discussion, and that he does not feel up 
to his usual half-hour's chat with you to-night He 
has gone up to bed in the hope of sleeping off the effect 
of a too persistent son." 
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THE HIOHT BBLL. 

It was in fear and trepidation that Helen Learoyd 
took her place opposite her father at the dinner table that 
evening. He had spent the last two hours in hie bed- 
room, and she had seen nothing of him since he went 
into the house with the assistant On the whole, how- 
ever, she was somewhat relieved by his appearance, for 
though be was a little dull and heavj, he had evidently 
benefited by the nap which Vamdyke had recommended. 

He improved, too, as the meal proceeded, and, shaking 
oS the shamefaced constraint, which Helen took as rather 
a good sign than otherwise, talked rationally on matters 
of local interest After one glance at the sideboard, 
where the whiskey decanter lurked in decent retirement^ 
he poured himself out a glass of light claret, and drank 
notbing else during dinner. Helen began to breathe 
more freely ; at any rate she would be able to get rid of 
the comely Cornish girl who waited on them without a 
breakdown of good resolutions. 

" I heard more of that ridiculous rumour about the 
Haunted Tower on my round to-day," the Doctor said 
presently. " It seems to have fairly got hold of the 
place. The good folks, especially the old inhabitants, 
are persuaded that the ghost has taken to walking 
again." 

" How silly of them. Does any one pretend to have 
seen itt " asked Helen, really interested in this revival 
of an old legend which had been vaguely agitatisg the 
village. 

" Several people, including one of the coastgnards- 
28 
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men, allege that they have seen it," the Doctor replied. 
" Of course, Btuugglers are as extinct as the dodo nowa- 
days, or it might have some connection with a ' run ' 
of contraband goods. As it is, I should imagine the 
ghost to he a stupid yokel playing a practical joke." 

" That must be it — if anything has been seen at all," 
assented Helen confidently. " Why, it must be years 
and years since the tower first earned its name." 

" The title can be traced back as having been in exist- 
ence for over a century, though why or when it origi- 
nated is lost in the midst of ages," said the Doctor. 

And he proceeded to relate the efforts of antiquarian 
research to shed light on the evil reputation atill clinging 
to the great square tower that crowned the highest point 
in the parish. Built within a few feet from the brink 
of a precipitous, wave-washed cliff, it had been intended 
as a landmark to mariners in the days when lighthouses 
were few and gas-buoys undreamed of. Of that there 
was no doubt, for from the cnimbling parapet on the 
summit there still projected some of the fire-blackened 
bars of the cresset for containing the fuel. 

Never in the memory of living man had the structure 
been put to such a use, and far back beyond that its 
traceless designation of " haunted " had caused the spot 
to be shunned by day and night. Seldom did the most 
venturous youth dare even to approach the rusty iron 
railings that encircled it, but none had ever attempted 
to climb into the bramble-covered space within the rails, 
or to force the locked gate of which do one had a key. 
The last to explore the grim, silent sentinel at the edge 
of tite cliff had been the members of an antiquarian 
association thirty years before. 

These matters Doctor Learoyd was recalling with a 
lucidity that increased Helen's relief, when Sarah, the 
maid, who was a native of the village, could contain her- 
self no longer. 

" There isn't any mistake about the ghost, sir/' she 
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broke out in a sepulchral voice. " Three nights ago 
father Bav it from his boat as he was lifting pota hj 
light of moon. It waved its arms to him from the top 
of the Tower." 

Consideration for Sarah's feelings caused her master 
and mistress to accept the statement with due solemnity, 
bat when she had left the room they agreed that this 
strengthened the idea of a hoax. Old Jack Croad, 
though imbued with Cornish superstition to the tips of 
his homy fingers, was not the man to go wrong in a 
matter of eyesight The veteran fisherman must have 
seen something when taking up his lobster pota in the 
moonlight. 

The Doctor rose and went to the window. " No one 
will see the ghoat to-night— or the moon either," he said. 
" It's clouding up as black as ink from the soutJi. We 
fire in for a storm, and I'm only thankful there is no 
patient likely to want me," 

" Where shall you sit ? " Helen asked anxiously, for 
much depended on the answer. 

" In the surgeiy, for the present, and I'll join you in 
the drawing-room later. There is an article in the 
Lancet which I want to test," was the reply, which filled 
Helen with dismay. The Doctor looked everywhere but 
into his daughter's eyes, and well she knew what those 
halting words, that furtive avoidance, meant. His 
medical experiments were an excuse. There was 
whiskey in the surgery, yet it was an unwritten law 
of the house that the Doctor should he alone in his 
sanctum. 

" Oh, dad, be good for all our sakes," was her last 
appeal as she looked up into the handsome face upon 
wMch intermittent relapses into the clutch of the drink 
fiend had as yet set no mark. For a moment she was 
minded to tell him what had passed that day between 
Harold Pentreath and herself, in the hope of keeping 
him witb her; but again it seemed premature to lay bare 
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her maiden soul before she knew whether her stipulation 
for Sir Michael's consent to be fulfilled. 

Jauntily, but still with averted eyes, the Doctor pooh- 
poohed her tremors. " My dear child, just think of the 
Lancet" he laughed. " Was there ever a more sedate 
companion for an intellectual evening t " 

With which he left the roMn, and Helen went sadly 
into the drawing-room to wait in vain for his coming. 
When at length be made his tardy appearance it was 
ten o'clock, and be was obviously only fit for bed. In 
his then condition remonstrance would have been worse 
than useless, and Helen lighted bis candle and saw tijm 
safely up to bed. 

It waa terrible to have to derive snch scanty con- 
solation as she could from the fact that he was not bo 
bad as he was sometimes. 

Having assured herself that he had got into bed and 
put out bis light, Helen attended to the locking up of 
the bouse, and retired to her own room. In reviewing 
the events of the day she came to the conclusion that on 
the whole the joy outbalanced the sorrow. She had got 
Harold back again, and whether Sir Michael allowed 
them to be lovers or merely friends, that should go far 
to mitigate the misery of her present home life. 

That afternoon's discovery that Vamdyke was play- 
ing the part of an insidious tempter would justify her 
in seeking Harold's aid, and that be knew of a black 
mark against the assistant's name was cause for great 
tbankfulnesB. She pictured to herself a happy time 
when her father, freed from his evil genius, and 
strengthened by Harold's friendly counsel, should be 
hie own bright, manly self once more. 

Soothed by this calmer forecast,she fell intothesonnd, 
dreamless sleep of healthy girlhood, from which, after 
a period which she could not at once determine, but 
which was really two hour% she waa awoke by the grow! 
of distant thunder. No rain was falling as yet, and 
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not a breath of air rustled the creepers at the open win- 
dow. For a little while she lay listening to the approach 
of the storm, and watching the shinimer of lightning on 
the blind, and then suddenly she was startled by a sound 
in the next room — a eoond the jangUng discord of which 
had infinitely more terrors for her than the nearing 
thnnder-clape. 

It was the night beU ! That which she had always 
dreaded had happened at last. Her father's services 
were required, and he had gone to bed with unsteady 
Btep and dazed eyes. 

Lighting her candle, Iklen hurried on a few clothes, 
and covering them with her dressing-gown listened in- 
tently. Yea, her father was stirring, too, and glancing 
at her watch she saw that it was half-past twelve. He 
had been over two hours in bed, and there was room for 
hope that he had slept off the effect of his potations. 

As soon as bis door opened and the stairs creaked 
under bia heavy tread, Helen slipped out on to the land- 
ing and listened. She heard him unlock the front door 
and ask in a voice which she thanked God was articulate 
if a little husky, " Well, what is it ? " 

" I'm Perkins, sir — the groom from the Castle," came 
the reply, accompanied by ibe pawing of a restive horse. 
" Sir Michael has sent me for a sleeping draught — same 
as usual, please. Ill take it kindly if you'll be quick, 
sir. This weather's coming right on top of us." 

A pea! of thunder drowned the Doctor's reply, but as 
it died away Helen heard his step on the stone flags of 
the passage leading to the surgery. He seemed to be 
all right, but her anxiety prompted her to make sure 
that he was fit to dispense, and running barefoot down- 
stairs she peeped through the chink of the surgei7 
door. The Doctor was selecting a clean bottle, after 
which he opened the glass-fronted cupboard where the 
drugs were kept. As he proceeded to compound the 
mixture Helen breathed a sigh of relief. His touch on 
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the phialfi was firm and confident ; he poured the various 
fluids into the graduated measure, and thence into the 
medicine bottle with an unfaltering hand, and he sat 
down to write the label without the least sign of hesita- 
UoQ. His actions were those of a man who was mastfir 
of himself and of his intentions. 

Indeed, the Doctor was so quick and methodical that 
i^Ien had no time to retreat into the front of the house. 
To avoid being seen by him ahe stepped into the pantry, 
which was next the surgery, and there waited while her 
father went to the front door with the mixture. She 
heard him bid the groom good-night, bolt the door, and 
go upstairs to bed, and she was on the point of following 
his example when an impulse seized her to examine the 
phials from which he had compounded the medicine. 

She had brou^t her candle, but had extinguished it 
before coming downstairs. It was soon relighted and 
the surgery cupboard opened. Accustomed to dust the 
shelves, Helen knew not only the position of the various 
drugs thereon, but she had gained a superficial knowl- 
edge of many of their properties. 

" Let me see," she murmured. " Here's the morphia 
phiaL Yes, be took a quantity of that quite correctly, 
and a pinch of bromide from this jar. Then he filled 
up with orange water from the green phial Oh-h I " 

It was not the rending crash of thunder that split the 
heavens right overhead which called that agonised cry 
to her lips. From the label on the green phial the awfiJ 
fact stared her in the face that instead of the harmless 
diluent he had intended to use, her father had filled 
up the mixture with two oiinces of strophanthus, one of 
the most deadly poisons in the pharmacopceia, twenty 
drops of which is a fatal dose. And the groom was al- 
ready galloping with it to the Castle, where his sleepless 
master would doubtless drink it as soon as he arrived. 

In its naked horror the situation amounted to this, 
that unless Sir Michael could be prevented from taking 
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the draught, Tier father would have killed her lover's 
father — inadvertently, but as aurely as though he had 
stahbed him to the heart. 

Well, while there was life there waa hope, and an 
effort to atop this hideous thing shoold be made, for all 
the raging storm outside. There was faint chance 
that on her bicjcle she could overtake the well-mounted 
groom, hut it was just poseible that she might reach the 
Castle before he had stabled his horse and taken the 
draught indoors. It took her but a minute to run up- 
stairs, fling on the necessary garments, and come down 
again to let herself out into the mad riot of the storm. 
Wheeling her cycle from its shed to the garden gate, she 
leaped on and pedalled for dear life along the shortest 
route to the Castle — the cliff road that skirted the 
mound on which stood the Haunted Tower. 

The rain waa descending in a deluge, and before she 
had gone twenty yards she was so drenched that her 
skirts clung to her knees and impeded her progress. She 
had wasted no time in lighting her lamp, but the con- 
tinnouB flare of lightning rendered it unnecessary, and 
she knew every inch of the road. Still, it was alow mov- 
ing against the upward slope which would continue till 
the crest of the hill by the Tower was reached, and every 
second meant — ah, what did it not mean to the brave 
girl racing against King Death on that lurid track I 

" Six minutes' start Perkins had, and if he galloped 
I must have lost six more on the way," she made the 
mental calculation as she slanted across the road to 
breast the final rise. " He may have only trotted, and 
then I may do it Ah, thank God I " 

For a flash of lightning showed her the horse and 
rider silhouetted on the top of the hill only a hundred 
yards ahead. She might even yet catch the groom be- 
fore he reached the Oastle, and so be able to shield her 
father from the admission she would have to make if it 
waa necessary to explain matters at the mansion. Per- 
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kins was an old friend — had known her. from childhood 
— and she would be able to get the fatal dose from him 
with some excuse that would persuade him to letum 
with her for a fresh draught. 

So she pedalled steadiljon and upwards in the Erebns 
darkness that had succeeded the last flash. And then 
the sky tore asunder once more, and a blue bolt shot 
straight for the nickel of her handle-bar, burling her a 
huddled wisp of unconsciousness to the side of the road. 

But the groom, far down the farther side of the hill 
now, put spurs to his horse, and galloped <m. 
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CHAPTER V. 



THE OBBEIV FBIAI^ 



When Hekn recovered conaciousness it was to find 
that, with the exception of one or two bmises caused bj 
the fall, she was uninjured bj the lightning flash that 
had struck the handle-bar of her bicycle. The machine, 
however, was bo hopelessly wrecked and twisted as to be 
quite useless. To continue her journey upon it was out 
of the question. 

Moreover, as the circumstances of that terrible ride 
flooded in upon her fast-clearing brain, she saw with dis- 
may that she must have lain by the roadside for a con- 
siderable time. The storm had passed, and a faint 
greyneea in the eastern sky, the herald of the coming 
dawn, showed near objects indistinctly in the sodden 
atmosphere. 

Making a rapid calculation, based on the hour of sun- 
rise, ahe was horrified to discover that the groom must 
have reached the Castle at least an hour ago. Sir 
Michael would have swallowed the fatal sleeping draught 
long ere this — unless by the mercy of God he had fallen 
into a natural slumber before the groom arrived. 

The thunderous clamour that had prevailed prevented 
any such supposition, and Helen, as she raised her 
broken bicycle from the mud, asked herself which way 
her duty lay. 

The question did not take long to answer. If the 
sleeping draught was to be taken at all that night it 
had been taken already, and to proceed to the Castle 
with her warning would be unavailing. It would aim- 
ply be to accuse her father after the event. Whereas 
81 



88 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

the purpose of her life must now be to shield him from 
the consequences of his mistake. 

The rain had ceased, hut she was drenched to the skin, 
and shivered aa she turned to wheel her shattered 
bicycle homewards. At that moment she happened to 
glance towards the Haunted Tower, and was astonished 
to see the motionless figure of a man leaning against the 
iron railings that encircled the structure. Apparently 
he was looking steadfastly down at the section of road 
where she was. 

It was too dark at the distance of a hundred yarda to 
distinguish his featnrea or note the details of his dresa, 
but Helen's mind reverted to the revived legend of the 
ghost Not that she attributed a supernatural origin to 
the figure, but she assumed that the person she beheld 
might very likely be the flesh-and-hlood cause of the 
rumour. 

Amid the more momentous happenings of the night 
the superstitious fears of the village had small interest 
for her, and she was proceeding to push her machine 
along the clammy road when a cry caused her to turn 
her head. The figure had left its post at the railings 
and was hastening down the mound towards the road 
with the evident object of overtaking her. Having no 
fear of ghosts or their personators, she waited — to ex- 
perience, as the rapid strides approached, a still greater 
dread. 

The midnight prowler was Sergius Vamdyke. 

" Good-evening, or rather good-morning, Miss Lea- 
Toyd," he said. " You have met with an accident, I 
fear." 

In the grey dawn light Helen could see that the lean 
features were creased in a sardonic smile. It seemed 
an ill omen that there was no surprise in his face at see- 
ing her there. It was just as if he knew exactly what 
had occurred. She hated to think that less than ever 
could she afford to make an open enemy of him now. 
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Yet how was she to explain her preseni^ there in the 
small hoars of a storm-wrac^d night, if he bad the im- 
pertinence to askt 

But what of hia presence at the Tower under the same 
circamstancea ? She decided to forestall his question 
with one of her own. 

" Yes, I have had an unpleasant experience," she re- 
plied as calmly as she could. " And you did not im- 
prove the situation by startling me like (hat. I thought 
you were the much-talked-of ghost. What were you 
doing at the Tower in the middle of the night t " 

" Allow me to relieve you of the bicycle," said Vam- 
dyke. And he took the wreck from her unresisting 
hands. Helen perforce walked at his side, but in her 
state of nervous tension the ignoring of her question 
goaded ber to repeat it in other words. 

" Perhaps yon are the ghost, Mr. Vamdyke," she 
said, simulating a playfulness she was far from feeling. 
Ob, bow she loathed those flapping coat-tails and that 
narrow-brimmed straw hat which, under all conditions 
of time and weather, seemed to be his only wear. She 
noticed that his garments, unlike her own, were per- 
fectly dry. Wherever he had been during the storm he 
had been under shelter. 

" No, Miss Learoyd ; I am not the ghost," he replied. 
" And yet the ghost is the cause of the midnight excur- 
tnon which I can see excites your curiosity, I was en- 
deavouring to clear up the mystery by being able to put 
a name to the person who is disturbing the peace of the 
village." 

A platisible answer ; but to Helen, with her knowledge 
of the man, by no means convincing. Her father's 
assistant was not the kind of person to take nnremuoer- 
fttive trouble in the interests of the " peace of the 
village." 

" Did you make any discoveries ! " she enquired, 
thinking it wise to accept the statement. It was half a 
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mile to her home, and she was oppressed by a sense of 
dread that her own croBB-examination was yet to come. 

" No; I made no discoveries. I am inclined to think 
that there are none to make — abotU the ghost." Vam- 
dyke laughed harshly, with a significant emphasis on 
the last words that struck a chill to the girl's heart 
The allusion could but mean that there were other dis- 
coveries of greater moment possible, relative to her being 
out in the storm at such an hour. 

Go the evil, fleshless face of the assistant a cunning 
shrewdness was written large, and Helen feared that, if 
he had been abroad when the galloping groom passed up 
the road, he would have had little difficulty in guessing 
her own errand. When a messenger bearing medicine 
is hotly pursued by the doctor's daughter at the risk of 
her life, there are not many constructions to be put on 
her action. Varndyke, with his knowledge of her 
father's failing, would not he likely to miss the right one. 

When would he commence the attack, arid how was 
she to foil him if he made the direct charge ? Ahora 
all, how was she to treat him if he endeavoured to trade 
on her secret in order to push the hateful advances he 
had made to her almost from the moment of his engage- 
ment? Her father must he saved from the conse- 
quences of his error at all cost — almost any cost She 
made the reservation as she stole a sidelong glance at the 
gaunt, vulture-like figure wheeling her bicycle. She de- 
cided that come what might that price was beyond her 
means of payment. 

But they trudged along the muddy road and came to 
the Doctors house without any answer being demanded 
to the questions vexing Helen's soul. It was not till 
they reached the garden gate and she made as though to 
take the bicycle from him that Varndyke spoke again. 

" I am coming in," he said, not relaxing his hold on 
the twisted handle-bar. 

" But it's BO late, or rather so early." Helen forced 
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a hysterical laugh. She loQged to get np to her room 
mider the thatch and cry, 

" I am coming in," Vamdyke repeated finnly. "I 
will put the bicycle in the shed, then I will take the 
opportunity of making a liniment for old Mrs. Free- 
man's rheumatiam. I am to see her in the morning, and 
it will save me a walk." 

Helen, without exciting a suspicion for which, as 
yet, there might be no grounds, could not resist what on 
the face of things was a reasonable proposal. Vam- 
dyke had wheeled her bicycle home ; he was her father's 
assistant To refuse to save him the trouble of a two- 
mile walk next day would be churlishness amounting to 
an open declaration of war. 

She felt that she could not indulge in that yet, much 
as she would have liked to, in the doubtful situation 
created that night. 

" Very well," she said, leading the way up the garden 
path. " I am wet through and tired, and shall go 
straight up to bed. You will want to go to the surgery, 
I suppose. I will leave the front door on latch, so that 
you can get in after you have put the bicycle away. 
Thank you for wheeling it." 

She turned to go into the house, hoping that, after 
all, the ordeal she had dreaded was to be spared to her 
— for the present at least But she had taken but two 
steps when she was stopped by a grating — 

" One moment, Miss Learoyd, if you please." 

She turned again and faced him in the growing light 
of dawn. The shrubs and flower beds and the old 
familiar frontage of the creeper-clad house were dis- 
tinctly visible now ; her father, if need be, was within 
call. Yet a woman's instinct must have told her that 
she wanted more courage now than when she set fortJi 
into the thunder-cloud, for her knees shook as she 
searched that sinister countenance for an inkling of 
what was to come. 
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But though Varndyke's tone in calling her hack had 
been masterful, even menacing, diere was nothing to 
jtietify her apprebecsioa in the actual words he ut- 
tered. 

" I only wanted to assure you," he said, " that the 
pecnliftr excursion you have taken to-night shall be a 
secret, jealously guarded, so far as I am concerned. I 
presume that tiie Doctor does not know — that you do 
not wish him to know — of it 1 " 

" No ; he does not know. I do not wish him to know," 
Helen replied mechanically. 

" Then count on me as a perfect Sphinx in the mat- 
ter. Oood-night, Miss Learoyd. Do not forget, please, 
to leave the front door unbolted." 

With which Mr. Sergius Yamdyke trundled the 
hicyde away to the shed, leaving Helen oppressed with 
the sense of a shared secret — shared, too, with a man 
whose very presence filled her with loathing. And 
there had been suggestion in those last smooth words — 
an implied hint ^at he had fathomed her motive in 
following the groom to the Castle. 

" Oh, if I only knew whether Sir Michael has taken 
the draught," she thought, as she let herself in and 
mounted the stairs to her room. The thrushes were he- 
ginning to sing outside, but in the house the silence of 
ihe small hours reined, broken only by the ticking of 
the grandfather's clock in the hall and by steady snores 
from Doctor Learoyd'a bedchamber. 

Knowing that in her state of suspense sleep would be 
impossible, Helen changed her wet garments, and in- 
stead of going te hed sat down at Qie open window, 
through which the rain-soaked air blew in cool and re- 
freshing contrast to the sultriness of yesterday. 

Presently she heard the front door softly closed, and 
looking down, she saw Vamdyke cross the garden and 
let himself out into the road. It was the signal for 
Eblen to rise and do what she would have done on 
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first entering the bouse if the assistant had not heen 
going to use the surgery. 

With a liogering clutch at the last straw, she wanted 
to satisfy herself that she had not been the victim of 
a hideous mistake of her own. The events of the last 
few hours had been so like a dream that they might well 
he more than that — a horrible nightmare. In this hope 
she stole downstairs into the surgery, and with trem- 
bling fingers took up the green phial from which she had 
watched her father dilute Sir Michael Fentreath's 
sleeping-draught. 

It was labelled " orange water," and waa therefore 
perfectly harmless. 

A similar green phial on the shelf above bore the 
fatal label " tincture of strophanthus," and was the one 
which she had believed her father to have used. 

But there was this fiaw in the loophole of hope that 
she had been mistaken. Vamdyke had been in the sur- 
gery since her first feverish examination of the vessels 
from which she had seen her father compound the mix- 
ture. The assistant's desire to procure some liniment 
might have been an excuse in order to enter the sur- 
gery and change the position of the phials. 

In which case what could have been his motive t To 
screen her father instead of trading on his error! To 
clinch the bonds of that mutual secret, at the importance 
of which he had hinted in his smoothly masterful way! 

Oh, how she longed for the day to come, so that 
with it the terrible suspense as to Sir Michael's fate 
mi^t pass. 
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CHAPTER VL 

AT THZ WESTEBIT QATE. 

Ore of the privilegeB which Sir Michael Peotreath 
enjoyed as a chronic invalid was that of late rising. 
He habitually took his breakfast in bed, and he in- 
variably rang his bell when he was ready for it To 
have disturbed him before he gave the signal would have 
meant dismissal for the disturber if a servant, and 
querulous upbraiding if a member of his family. 

His bell never rang before half-past nine, and never 
later than half-past ten. 

This custom of ber master's gave bis special attend- 
ant, Miss Ann Watson, a considerable amount of lib- 
erty in the early hours of the day, which> though she 
had to make up for it later by close attention, made her 
much envied by her colleagues of the servants' hall. 
For ber there was no commencement of the day widi 
the dusting of furniture and the sweeping of carpets. 
She was able to get ber own breakfast in peace and 
leisure, and even to take a stroll in the park before 
the baronet's bell summoned her to duty. 

Ann Watson had been very partial to these strolls in 
tlie park of late, and on the morning after the storm 
her trim figure might have been seen flitting along the 
shrubbery walk to the western gate. 

This was not the lodge gate at the angle of the park 
wall, where, on the previous afternoon, Harold Pen- 
treath and Helen Learoyd had separated after seeing 
Vamdyke pass. It was a small wicket gate, opening, 
not on to any road, but on to an expanse of beather-dad 
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moorland lying between tbe Castle demesne and the sea, 
and was only used bj members of tbe bouaehold. 

From tbia point a view of tbe Haunted Tower, stand- 
ing gamit and solitary on its turfy pinnacle a mile 
away, could be obtained. The intervening space rose 
steadily to the summit of that lofty headland, and was 
entirely devoid of habitations. 

Opening this gate, Ann Watson passed through on to 
tbe moor, and stood peering this way and that from the 
sharpest pair of eyes in Gwynant. From a clump of 
gorse-bushes twenty yards o£F Mr. Sergius Vamdyke 
rose and quickly joined her. 

" You bad my letter ? " he asked. 

*' By first post this morning." 

" It was good of you to accede to my request and 
meet me," said Doctor Learoyd's assistant. " How is 
Sir Michael this morning? Ah, you have not seen him 
yet Well, what I wanted of you was to ask you to be 
careful to secrete and preserve the bottle from which 
be had his sleeping-draught last night By the way, be 
took it, I suppose? " 

" Of that I cannot be certain," A^nn Watson replied. 
" Captain Pentreath, who, as you know, returned from 
India yesterday, sat up till Perkins brought the mix- 
ture, and be was to take it in to his father. Tbe 
Captain seems rather a good sort, and seeing that 
I was frightened of the thunder he told me to go to 
bed." 

" How do he and Sir Michael get on together ! " 

" They had words during the evening," replied Ann, 
and she proceeded to relate her experience in taking in 
the baronet's e^flip. 

Vamdyke fixed bis prominent eyeballs on her rumi- 
natively as he assimilated this intelligence. He seemed 
to be weighing it accurately, without reference to the 
sentimental side of it — Ann's approval of the Captain's 
thoughtful consideration. Not much could be gathered 
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from a face ao expreBsioiiless, but it must be inferred 
that be was pleased from bis ejaculation of — 

" Good I " And after a pause he added, " There 
must be many empty sleeping-draught bottles about 
similar to the one sent last night? '' 

" Half a cupboard-full," was the reply. 

" Then procure one of them and place it in the posi- 
tion occupied by the one you are to hide away, remem* 
bering, of course, that this exchange is only to be made 
in the event of last ni^t's draught having been con- 
sumed. Also rinse the glass, but do not wipe it dry. 
If you find, on entering Sir Michael's room, that he 
had changed bis mind about taking the draught, and 
that the bottle is still full, you will simply do nothing." 

The woman nodded, and shot a sharp glance of 
Bcmtiny at her companion's face. " You're pretty eau- 
tiouB, I know, Sei^uB ; but I hope you haven't been up 
to anything risky," she said. " All this sounds as if 
you had been poisoning the old gentleman." 

Vamdyke laughed his rasping laugh. " I haven't 
been poisoning him," he replied. " But," he added 
after a litde hesitation, " I expect that some one else 
has. So be prepared for emergencies when you call 
Sir Michael this morning, my discreet and wary sis- 
ter." 

"Who is itt" Ann Watson asked, for once with 
scarcely veiled curiosity. 

" That will depend upon circumstances," was the pe- 
culiar answer, that was taken quite as a matter of course 
by the questioner. 

" WeU, if that's all your instructions I had better get 
back," she said. " Yon can rely on the bottle business 
being attended to. I'm sorry if there's to be an upset 
here, though. This place suits me, and I shouldn't like 
to have to leave." 

" No need for that if you play your cards well and 
take care that your connection with myself remains un- 
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discovered. That must bo the first oonaideration," 
Vamdyke replied. 

Ann nodded again, and retired into the park through 
the gate, shutting the latter behind her. Turning to 
retrace her steps along the shrubbery walk to the Castle, 
she came face to face with Harold Fentreath, who was 
smoking an after-breakfast pipe in the grounds. He 
at once recognised the maid who had been in attend- 
ance on his father. 

"You have not seen Sir Midiael yett" he asked, 
after bidding her good-moming. 

" No, air : I have juat been having a breath of air, 
and I am now going back to aee to his breakfast," Ann 
replied quietly. There was no trace in her demeanour 
of any effect of the startling commtmication just made 
to her, nor did she show the anxiety she felt lest the 
Captain should pass through the gate and see Vamdyke. 
Her connection with Doctor Learoyd's assistant had 
always been carefully concealed. Less than ever now, 
with such tremendous issues impending, must it be- 
come known. 

" Well, I hope that you will find my father better for 
a good sleep," said Harold. " And now," he added 
pleasantly, " I am going to follow your example, Ann, 
and have a breath of moorland air at the gate." 

Miss Watson's features were always under perfect 
control. She allowed them now to evince a nervotis ex- 
citement which was very genuine, but which was due 
to a different cause from that to which she attributed it 

" If you're going on to the moor, sir, you ought to 
know that there's a strange man out there," she said in 
lowered tones. " He came up while I was admiring the 
view, and was very rude to me. He ought to be ordered 
off, for he looks as if he was up to no good." 

"Beally! I'll soon send him to the right-about," 
exclaimed Harold. And striding on he dung the gate 
open just in time to catch sight of Vamdyke, who, hav- 
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ing heard the voices be7ond the fence, was sinking be- 
hind the gorse where he had awaited Ann Watson'a 
coming. 

Perceiving that he was seen, Vamdyke abandoned 
the idea of concealment, and, affecting carelessness, 
awaited Captain Fentreath'e indignant approach. The 
moorland breeze stirred the long coat-skirts, worn nn- 
intermittently since yesterday, into birdlike flappings. 

*' Now, look you here, sir," said Harold, recognising 
him at once, ** I give you just twenty-four hours to 
clear out of Gwynaut. I don't want any fuss or scandal, 
but you have got to go, or take the consequences." 

" What consequences ! " Vamdyke enquired, with a 
raising of the scanty eyebrows which was even more im- 
pudent than his words and tone. 

" The consequences that a detected thief generally has 
to put up with — being shunned by all decent men and 
women," retorted Harold hotly. 

Vamdyke shni^ed his shoulders. " As a medical 
man, my dear sir, allow me to advise you to go home 
and rest," he sneered. " If you are Captain Pentreath, 
I nnderstand that you are recently from India, and the 
sun out there, I have heard, accounts for much." 

The " I have heard," coming from one who had been 
in India himself, was suggestive, Harold thought, of the 
line of defence the fellow would take if pushed to ex- 
tremities. He meant to deny identity with the unknown 
pilferer, and it would be as well to show him at once 
that that would not do. 

" Brazen impudence won't serve you," he said. " If 
my word needs corroboration that you are the thieving 
guest who repaid the misplaced hospitalily of my regi- 
ment by attempting to steal the mess plate — well, one 
of my brother officers who was present will be in Eng- 
land in a fortnight." 

Almost imperceptibly Vamdyke winced at this, but 
managed to stifle the emotion with one of bis cackling 
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Isnghfl. " A fortnight," he repeated, eyeing Harold 
with sinister malevolence. " A whole fortnight, eh ¥ A 
lot of funny things may happen in a fortnight But, 
seriooBly, my dear sir, unless you want e libel action 
you bad better not repeat that fairy tale before wit- 
neaaea, or the ' consequences,' as you call them, will be 
on the other aide of the blanket, and equally difiagree- 
able." 

Honest soldier as he was, Harold Pentreath saw 
nothing more subtle in this threat than an attempt at 
" bluff " to cover a retreat which would be effected be- 
fore his friend, Major Anstruther, arrived. To hia 
simple mind the ruse was so obvious that in great 
measure it pacified his growing wrath, and be turned 
to the gate with a contemptuous — 

" All right, sir. I don't think Gwynant will be 
troubled with you longer than the fortnight, anyway. 
But don't let me catch you hanging about here and in- 
sulting our maids, or apart from your past record, you'll 
get a good hiding." 

At which Vamdyte laughed again and went his way 
across the moor with a swift, gliding step that told no 
tale of bis having been up all night 

"Clever girl, Ann I" he muttered. "Told him I 
insulted her, eh! Ah, Captain Harold Pentreath of 
the Imperial Hussars, you are a clay pot, my 
friend — swimming down stream with two vessels of 
iron." 

In the meanwhile the subject of his encomium had 
sped up the shrubbery walk and round to the courtyard 
at the back of the Castle, beyond which lay the servants' 
offices. She was half-way across the yard when a low 
whistle reached her from the half-open door of a coal- 
shed which she was passing. A look of annoyance 
creased her brow, but she turned aside and entered the 
shed. The sharp face of the little London boy, Tommy 
Light, peered at her from the gloom. 
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" Granfer Treheme sent me," wheezed the urchin in 
hifl Cockney accent " Sys 'e — * you tell Miss Watson 
it's time she give me somefink, and don't you come 
wivaht it,* says 'e." 

" Trebeme's an old fool to send you up here," the 
maid replied angrily. " He might have waited till I 
saw him, and you can tell him not to do it again. Here, 
give him this." 

Tommy's hrown hand closed on a sovereign. " Nah- 
hody '11 know I've been 'ere," be piped. "Granfer 
said as I was to keep dark, and 'e knows I can wriggle 
abaht 'most anywheres." 

Ann Watson had turned to go, but a sudden idea 
was inspired by the boy's words. She knew that they 
were no vain boast 

"See here," she said; "do you know a safe place 
where you could hide something, and never tell any- 
body, if I gave you a shilling for yourself? " 

" Bayther," whispered Tommy hoarsely. " Where 
the daws neat in the clifF — ^if the thing ain't very 
lawge." 

" It's quite email," said Ann, " and here's the shil- 
ling. Now when I've gone in, do you creep round to 
the front of the Castle, and hide under the big stone 
window that sticks out You know which I mean — 
there's a border underneath with flowers in it tall 
enough to cover you if there are any gardeners about 
If I throw something down, that's what you've got to 
hide in the cliff." 

" How long be I to wait ! " asked Tommy. 

"A quarter of an hour," was the reply, after a 
thoughtful pause. " If it doesn't drop down in that 
time it won't come at all ; but you can keep the shilling 
all the same." 

With which Miss Watson left the shed, on the whole 
not ill-pleased with the interlude. " If Sir Michael 'a 
dead, and there's going to be a fuss, there may be a 
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aearcli, and that bottle muBtn't be found witb me," Bbe 



Some twenty minntee later the bullet bead of Tommy 
Light, lurking amid the luxuriant foliage of tbe " peren- 
ni«J " border under the oriel window of the staie bed- 
room above, was narrowly missed by a small brown- 
paper pared that came hurtling down. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

HATUKAL OAUBES. 

'Afteb his interview with Varndyke at the western 
gate, Harold Pentreath sauntered slowly back towards 
the Caetle. It was his intention to see his father, and 
then carry the glad tidings of the letter's approval of 
their engagement to Helen Learoyd ; but knowing that 
Sir Mi(^el would not be visible for an hour or bo, he 
took time over his stroll through the grounds. 

There were many familiar landmarks to be ex- 
amined on this the first morning after his return, as 
well as old retainers whom he met in the gardens to be 
greeted and chatted to. And every now and then he 
would sink into a brown study of sheer happiness, bom 
of the glorious reflection that within twenty-four hours 
of his arrival the dream of his exile was to be realised. 
Sy noon that day Helen wonid be his affianced wife. 

It was therefore some half-hoar after Ann Watson 
entered Uie Castle when Harold passed through the 
front door into the great square entrance hall, and at 
once perceived that sometbing was wrong. 

Lady Pentreath and Owen were standing at the foot 
of the grand staircase in agitated conversation with 
Ann, who had evidently just descended from above. The 
maid's usually unemotional face bore traces of un- 
wonted excitement. 

Catehing sight of Harold, his mother beckoned him 
to her. " Ann can't wake your father, dear," she said. 
" Her description of him fills me with fear of — of the 
worst. We were just going up. Pray come with us." 

As they mounted the stairs Lady Pentreath added 
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ffiat Sir Micliael not baving rung for his breakfast Ann 
bad ooDsulted her whether ehe bad better enter the 
room sad wake bim, it being past his latest time for 
rin^ng his belL Having thus relieved herself of re- 
Bponsibili^, Ann bad again knocked at the bed- 
Toom door, and receiving no answer, bad entered the 
Toom. 

Sir Michael was in bed and apparently sound asleep, 
but after several ineffectual efforts to rouae him by her 
voice she had ventured to lay her hand upon his fore- 
bead, and had at once been alarmed by its icy coldness. 

" She's not a nurse, you know — only a clever parlour- 
maid promoted to wait on your father, so please Ood 
she's mistaken," faltered the poor lady. 

But there bad been no mistake in Ann Watson's deli- 
cately broken news of the baronet's condition. As a 
soldier Harold Pentreath had met death in many forms 
and guises, and the moment his firm fingers closed on 
the wrist of the silent figure on the great canopied bed 
be knew that the £ing of Terrors had been in the room 
that night 

" Mother, you must bear up," be said, and the words 
were leas eloquent of the trouble that had come to them 
than was the tenderness with which he took ber in his 
arms and kissed her. 

In a little while Lady Pentreath and Gwen crept 
away to mingle their tears elsewhere, leaving Harold 
alone with the dead man's attendant. Ann Watson's 
waxen face had relaxed so far as to show a chastened 
and respectful sympathy. 

" He must have died from the heart affection during 
sleep," said Harold, drawing the sheet over the pallid 
features. The young man braced himself to attend to 
details with an effort at self-control that did not escape 
the maid's vigilant eyes. Vamdyke's curious speech — 
that be bad not yet settled who had poisoned Sir 
Michael — recurred to ber, and impressed her with the 
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need for cautiim in dealing with this undemonatratiTe 
mourner. 

" The Doctor will decide that, I suppose^ fax" she 
replied demurely. 

*' Ah, yes, and that reminds me that Doctor Learoyd 
ought to be Bent for at once," said Harold. " Will you 
see to it, please ? Perkina had hotter take the dogcart 
and drive the Doctor back as quickly as poBsihle." 

Ann bowed and retired softly, leaving Harold alone 
with the dead. The effect of this great change on bis 
own immediate prospects, the fact that it made him a 
baronet and the head of on ancient house, had not yet 
occurred to him. Even sorrow for his loss, and for the 
greater one sustained by his well-loved mother, was 
dwarfed by the qualma of conscience, and would so re- 
main till the Doctor oould tell him that he had no cause 
for self-reproach. 

" Poor old Governor I " he murmured, as he paced 
the room restlessly. " I wouldn't have tackled him 
about Helen last nig^t for the world if I had thought 
it would lead to this. I shall never know peace again 
if Learoyd says hia death was due to a^tation. It 
was like my aelfisbnesa to rush it so. I ought to have 
broken it to him gradually — ^taken a week at least'* 

There had never been much iu common between the 
young soldier and the querulous invalid, but Harold had 
a very sincere regard for his father, and a deep sense 
of gratitude for benefits received. He was all impa- 
tience to be absolved from the remorse of having has- 
tened his end, anxiety on this point even driving 
thoughta of Helen into the background for the mo- 

In something less than half an hour Ann Watson 
reappeared, to usher in Doctor Learoyd. The Doctor, 
at ttus early hour the picture of health and middle-aged 
respectability, was too genuinely grieved ^t the loss of 
his old patient and neighbour to remember just then 
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that this was bis first meeting with Harold since the 
latter's return. He hurried to the bedside, and having 
assured himself that life was extinct, made a cnnory 
examination of the remains. 

" Yea, he's gone — ^killed by that long-standing cardiac 
malady," was the Doctor's pronouncement as he rose 
from his task and with professional instinct took up the 
medicine bottles on the table beside the bed. One con- 
tained the ordinary mixture prescribed the day before 
by the Doctor himself and dispensed by Vamdyke, with 
one dose gone. The other was an empty bottle labelled 
*' Sleeping draught" 

The doctor drew the cork of each bottle in turn and 
smelt the interiors, while Ann Watson, standing in the 
shadow of the bed-curtains, watched his every action 
with the glittering eyes of a scout who has to report to 
a superior. 

" I see, Watson, that he took the sleeping draught 
that I sent him in the night," said the Doctor, replacing 
the cork and apparently satisfied. 

" I helioTe so, sir ; Captain Pentreath sat up to give it 
to him," Ann replied, coming forward. At this junc- 
ture she produced a nice clean handkerchief, and made 
little dabs at her eyes with it 

" Yea — at least, I poured it into the glass and placed 
it handy for him before I left the room," said Harold. 
" I did not actually see him drink it, because he had not 
finally made up his mind to take it when I bade him 
good-night" 

" Ah, well, doubtless he drank it, as the glass, I see, 
b empty; but it really doesn't matter, as there was noth- 
ing in the draught to affect his heart, and heart failure 
was the cause of death," said the Doctor. 

" There will be no need, then, for an inqnest ! " 
Harold hazarded rather anxiously. 

" Gtood gracious, no ; set your mind at rest about 
that," was the reassuring answer, " I have been treat- 
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ing him for a weak heart for years, and can grant my 
certificate without a moment's hesitation." 

Not by the quiver of an eyelid did the silent maid 
show that she waa interested in this authoritative pro- 
nouncement Her face was a mask, wearing an ex- 
pression of sympathetic woe, without a trace of wonder 
at this divergence from Yamdyke's confident assertion 
of an hour ago. Being in ignorance of that mysterious 
person's desires and designs, she did not know whether 
she was disappointed or not at this termination of the 
matter. 

But she took particular notice of Harold Pentreaih's 
obvious relief, and she made a mental note to report it 
in the proper quarter, as also the request which he now 
made that the Doctor would give him a few minutes' 
private conversation in the library. And when the two 
gentlemen went away to their interview she was sore 
put to it because there was so much flitting to and fro of 
the agitated household as to put eavesdropping at the 
library door out of the question. 

" Doctor Learoyd," said Harold, as soon as they were 
alone together, " you have known me ever since I waa 
a lad of five ; I can trust you to treat me as a friend. I 
want to ease my mind. My father and I had a slight 
difference last night, and for a short time he was in a 
state of agitation, though he soon cooled down, and we 
parted the best of friends. Tell me, and for God's sake, 
tell me truly, could that brief quarrel have caused his 
death * " 

The Doctor laid a soothing hand on the young man's 
shoulder. "My dear boy, no I" he said. "Put that 
out of your bead at once. It is not the duty of a medi- 
cal attendant to scare his patients or bis friends, but I 
have been prepared for this sudden collapse for years. 
The mere fact that your little difficulty was smoothed 
over before you ended the discussion is sufficient to ac- 
quit you of having anything to reproach yourself with." 
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Harold Pentreath seized the doctor*H hand, " Theti," 
he exclaimed, " there is no need for further reticence 
on my part. The trouble between my father and me 
was that I love your daughter, and told him so. He 
gave in at last, and consented to my asking her to be 
my wife." 

"Have you asked her?" said Doctor Leart^d 
quickly. 

"Not formally, though we quite imderstand eacli 
other," replied Bjarold. " It b^gan before I went to 
India, Doctor, and she very bravely met me at the 
station yesterday. She made her own consent condi- 
tional on my father granting his." 

" And that condition, though now so sadly made un- 
necessary, was fulfilled," said Doctor Learoyd. " Well, 
it would be affectation on my part to profess to be any- 
thing but proud and gratified. Is Helen to know that 
you have spoken to me about this i " 

Harold reflected a little. " Not from you, Doctor, 
please," he said at length. " You see, she has not really 
given me her final answer yet, and I should like to be the 
first to hear it. I had promised to go and see her this 
morning, but she will understand how that is out of the 
question now. And, of course, after last night's sad 
occurrence there can no longer be any doubt in her mind, 
though I shall write to her during the day." 

" Very good," said Doctor Learoyd. " Then I shall 
say nothing to her till she confides in me, and then it 
will only he to give my dear girl my blessing." 

Both gentlemen felt that there was no occasion for 
congratulations, so they dismissed the subject that was 
nearest their hearts. That day and for several days the 
grim satellites of death were to reign paramount at this 
Castle, and in that connection there were many things 
for the helpful Doctor to arrange. In the stress of this 
sudden bereavement Harold forgot all about Vamdyke. 

When at last he left the Castle, the Doctor went at 
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hifl own request on foot, having a few visits to pay on 
his wa; home. So it was that in passing through the 
village he met his assistant returning from his own 
morning round. Vamdyke came up, his manner tuned 
to the proper degree of sympathy. 

" I hare just heard the sad news about Sir Michael," 
he said. " You were evidently correct, sir, in the opin- 
ion you expressed yesterday that his heart was more 
feeble than usual." 

There was jnst the faintest note of interrogation in 
the concluding sentence. 

" Yes," the Doctor replied^ unconscious that he was 
according information asked for, " the cause of death 
was, of course, heart failure. He must have died quite 
peacefully during sleep. All the usual cardiac symp- 
toms were well marked. I am going home to make out 
the certi6cate." 

Bowing gravely and deferentially at the opinion of 
his superior, Vamdyke passed on. It was not his cue 
to evince more than a professional interest in the death 
of his employer's old patient, but when he came to the 
post-office and general shop over which he lodged, he 
was chuckling softly to himself. Instead of going up 
to his rooms through the private door, he entered the 
shop and filled in a telegraph form as follows : 

" Daniel. The Three Fiddlers, Crump Lane, Ber- 
mondsey. 



Without appending any signature he handed it to the 
postmistress behind the counter, who was also bis land- 
lady. She was a short, stout woman, with a pair of sly 
eyes embedded in puffy, rubicund cheeks. 

" Lor*, Mr. Vamdyke, what a funny telegram 1 " she 
sni^ered, when she had cotmted the words and handed 
him a sixpenny stamp. 
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" A very funny telegram, Mrs. Palsey," responded 
the Doctor's aesistflnt, affixing the stamp. " One has to 
be careful in doing betting business, you know. ' Sea- 
breezes ' is the name of a horse." 

" Oh, I see," the postmistreBS gaped at him, and Vam- 
dyke tossed down sixpence, secure in the knowledge 
that the greatest gossip in the village held a quite er- 
roneous view of the true import of his anonymous wire. 

" And in a day or two," he muttered, as he went up 
to his rooms, " I shall have some much more serious 
nunonrs for Mrs. Palsey to spread than that old Lea- 
royd's assistant is doing business with betting men in 
London — which doesn't happen to be the case." 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

WBESX THS DAWS NEST. 

Though more than prepared for it, Helen Learovd 
was half stunned by the news of Sir Michaera death. 
It reached her long before the Doctor's return from 
the Castle, and feeling that she could not meet her 
father till she had had time to realise what this trouble 
meant for her, she left word that she should not he 
home to lunch, and went out to fight her battle alone. 

Choosing a secluded bypath to the edge of the cliffs, 
she Bung herself down on the sprouting heather a few 
feet from the brink of a sheer precipice, and gazed with 
unseeing eyes over the blue expanse of sea. Presently 
the relief of tears was vouchsafed to her, and she was 
able to review the situation more calmly. 

It was characteristic of the girl's simple honesty that 
her view was directed solely at what she deemed right 
without regard to her own happiness. And surely, look 
at the hideous tragedy of the night which way she would, 
the joy of life that had shone so brightly yesterday 
seemed to have gone out for ever. 

How could she now marry the man she loved — the 
son of the victim of her own father's criminal careless- 
ness ? To do 80 without telling her lover would be re- 
pugnant to her sense of honour, and would burden her 
wjtii a guilty secret that would be intolerable. Yet to 
confess to Harold would be equivalent to denouncing 
her father, and would possibly consign him to a prison 
cell. Even if Harold, in the fulness of his undoubted 
love for her, condoned the Doctor's fault, the black 
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shadow of the mistaken phial would always be between 
them with its haunting memory of unexpiated wrong. 

No, she was firm in the conviction that her only 
eonree was to throw Harold over and assign some trivial 
reason for her conduct — a woman's whim, change of 
mind — anything would do to strike the cruel blow to 
that true heart. The cruelty would be just the same. 
And the pity of it was that he would never know that 
she was offering herself as a sacrifice; he would hold 
her cheaply, and be glad that he was quit of one who 
could so play fast and loose almost in the same breath. 

The future yawned black and cheerless. Gone was 
the prospect of enlisting Harold's aid in stamping out 
her father's secret habit She would have to face that 
weary problem alone, with all the added horror of 
knowing tJiat if reformation came it would come too 
late to save at least one precious life. Alone, too, she 
would have to combat Vamdyke and his evil influence, 
for it was not to be expected that Harold would concern 
himself about tfacir affairs after such a blow as she was 
about to deal. She rightly guessed that he would have 
been too preoccupied that morning to disclose to her 
father his knowledge of the assistant's past career. 

With a sigh of relief she reflected that the same 
reason would make action on her part unnecessary for 
a day or two. It was for Harold to make the next move, 
and it was not likely that he would attempt to see her, 
or to press for her final answer, till after Sir Michael 
had been laid in the family vault in the church under 
tbehUl. 

Half unconsciously she turned her head in the di- 
rection of the village, where, past the shelving slope of 
^ cliff to the cove, the grey Norman tower of the 
church rose from its setting of wind-swept oaks. But 
in the nearer foregromid her gaze was caught and ar- 
rested by a sight Uss peaceful — no less than the lean, 
wolf-like form of Sergius Vamdyke hurrying towards 
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her along the cliff path. For the moment she was un- 
decided whether to riae and fly or to try to conceal hoi^ 
self in the heather, and while she wavered the die was 
east Vamdyke had the faculty of covering ground at 
high speed without any great appearance of haste, and 
he was upon her almost as soon as she had chosen the 
first alternative and risen to her feet 

" Well, Helen, so I have run you to earth," he said, 
eyeing her with a sinister smile that stung her as much 
as the unauthorised use of her Christian name. He 
could not have more forcibly expressed his sense of 
power. The heavens seemed to be falling on the mothei^ 
less girl this miserable day; but she was not one to be 
lightly trampled on, and the insult, though she knew it 
not, served a good purpose in bracing her unstrung 
nerves. 

She held her brave little head high as she answered, 
" I will trouble you not to address me in that familiar 
manner, sir. You seem to forget that you are merely a 
chance acquaintance as my father's aasiatant." 

Vamdyke laughed that harsh cackle of his. " And 
you," he said, " seem to forget a certain episode of last 
night that puts us on much closer terms. Allow me to 
recount it for you. The Doctor's daughter, suspecting 
that her dnmken father has, with criminal negligence, 
poisoned an important patient, starts in a thunderstonn 
to prevent the impending catastrophe, but fails. Fails, 
mark you. Miss I^aroyd, if you prefer that appellation 
for the present What happens next! The Doctor'a 
assistant, chancing to meet her and being a man of some 
natural shrewdness, divines the situation. Do you not 
see, my dear Miss Learoyd, that he is therefore master 
of it?" 

" In what way ! " demanded Helen, white to the lips, 
and betrayed in her anger into what, for lack of denial, 
was virtually an admission — an admission of which her 
persecutor was quick to take advantage. 
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" In what way ? " he repeated sneeringly. " In the 
way of making conditions, of proffering terma, or bar- 
gaining, anything you like to call it — for my silence. 
And my price is a high one — no leas than yourself. 
Stay, listen to me," he added, as Helen, with a choking 
cry, turned to run. " Hy mind has been set on poeaess- 
ing you from the first day of my coming, and I should 
he worse than fool to loose the grip your father's maud- 
lin folly pves me." 

Helen, Btriring for calmness, remembered that he had 
not, like herself, actually seen the Boctor dispensing 
the fatal draught. " After all," she said, " even if your 
surmise as to the cause of my midni^t ride were cor- 
rect, I might have been the victim of a stupid misgiving, 
in which case your boasted ' grip * is worth just noth- 
ing to you." 

" I will abide by that issue," replied Vamdyke, smil- 
ing grimly. " It will be open to me at any time to prove 
it Drugs do not vanish when the dead are buried, 
thou^ I may tell you that your father has a^nivated 
his original offence by granting a certificate." 

" If yon are so sure, why do you not bring your ac- 
cusation at once ? " demanded Helen, unaware that she 
had unwittingly touched a weak spot in her enemy's 
armour. 

Not by the quiver of a muscle did he show annoyance. 
He was far too cunning of fence to let her know that 
she had pointed out an inconsistency in his conduct, 
which, if it struck an inexperienced girl, would as- 
suredly not be lost sight of by a cross-examining bar- 
rister. But he made a mental note that this flaw in his 
Bcheme, due to over-eagerness to assert the mastery, 
must to provided for before he brought matters to a 
climax. 

" Ah I " he replied, with a shrug suggestive of un- 
utterable reasons. " All this will be made clear to you 
in good time. In the meanwhile, Miss Learoyd, if yon 
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value youT peace of mind and your father's reputation, 
I shoiUd advise you " 

He broke off suddenly, his gaze directed at the brink 
of the cliff, above which a dirty little face was peering, 
as though some imp of the sea had climbed the precipice 
to spy upon the interview. Helen, following bis glance, 
was just in time to see it too, before it bobbed down and 
was lost to view. It was Tommy Light, her youthful 
admirer. 

The apparition had appeared not ten feet from where 
they stood, and Vamdyke strode rapidly to the edge of 
the cliff. Although there was a sheer drop of five hun- 
dred feet on to l£e rocks below, Helen followed close, 
for there was a wicked scowl on his face that boded no 
good to the child. 

Peering over, Helen was horrified to see that the boy 
was flattened out against the side of the cliff like a 
lizard, with apparently no foothold, and only a pro- 
jecting flint for the clutch of his lithe brown hands. 
He was evidently apprehensive of danger, for he had 
clambered down a few feet since being discovered. 

" Come up at once. Tommy," cried Helen. " Here, 
m help you." And throwing herself flat on the scanty 
herbage, she leaned over and held her sunshade for him 
to grasp. But the boy made no movement towards it; 
indeed, his whole attention was riveted on Yamdyke, 
who towered above Helen's prone figure. The assistant 
was invisible to her as she lay, but she guessed from 
the mixture of terror and lurking impudence in 
Tommy's eyes that his attitude was menacing. 

The next moment the harsh tones of Vamdyke's 
voice rang out, coldly incisive: 

" What are you doing down there, boy i " 

" Hidin' somefink — where yon ain't man enough to 
git it," floated up the piping treble. 

Helen heard Vamdyke's breath come quick, and look- 
ing down she saw diat some twenty feet below Tommy 
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there was a projecting lip-like ledge — not broad enough 
to arrest his fall if he loosed his bold, but which might 
have been the goal of his perilous clipib. 

" What have jou been hiding, you yoong rascal ? " 
waa Vamdyke's next question. 

" Come dahn and find aht for yerself," came back the 
Cockney answer; but Helen, able only to read Vani- 
dyke'e mood by the lights and shades in Tommy's up- 
turned face, was frightened by what she saw. She had 
begun to gain confidence in the lad's ability to faang on 
to th^ cliff — he seemed as much at home there as a 
monkey on its perch — ^but she feared the cruel menace 
in Vamdyke's voice and the shrinking in Tommy's 
eyes. 

" Where did you hide it i " Vamdyke thundered. 

There followed a silence, broken only by the dull 
booming of the breakers among the rocks five hundred 
feet below. 

" Once more, where have you been hiding things t " 
Vamdyke called down, his anger vibrating past Helen's 
ears like the twanging of a bowstring. 

" In a bit of a 'ole in the cliff where the daws nest 
It goes in a proper long way, and I tella yer because 
there ain't nobody but me can climb down to it," 
Tommy replied, hie little brown face full of a charming 
insolence tiiat died away and gave place to agonised 
dismay as a narrow black shadow warned Helen that 
murder was literally in the air. 

With a quick twist of her body she saw that Vam- 
dyke had raised his heavy walking-stick, and was about 
to bring it down on the dirty fingers that were clinging 
for dear life to the flint of the cliff front Boiling over 
on her side, she clasped Vamdyke's legs with all her 
might ond so disconcerted his aim that the stick smote 
harmlessly on the brink, and he staggered back to save 
himself from falling over. 

"Yah I" Tonmiy shouted up, "that's one to you, 
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mias." And looking over, Helen saw the boy clamber 
down the twenty feet to the ledge, where he gained good 
foothold and disappeared from view. 

Springing to her feet^ she expected trouble with 
Vamdyke ; but to her surprise he was already a hun- 
dred yards away, striding along the cliff path towards 
the higher cone of the mighty down, where a quarter of 
a mile further on the gaunt pile of the Haunted Tower 
cut the flky-line. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

DAITIBI. HEAKa OF A JOB. 

Within an hour of its despHtch, Vamdyte'e curi- 
ously worded telegram was delivered at the " Three 
Fiddlers," Crump Lane, Eermondsey, but it did not 
reach the addressee till he visited his favourite house of 
call in the evening. Many of the customers of the 
" Three Fiddlers " did not find it politic to leave their 
homes till after the street lamps were lit, and " Baniel " 
was one of that coy brotherhood. 

For, truth to tell, most of the frequenters of this re- 
tiring hostelry had " made history " in the annals of 
crime, though, as Bill Murch the landlord boasted, it 
was equally true that it was the best conducted " house " 
in the neighbourhood. Rowdiness would not have paid, 
any more than it would have suited him to have arrests 
made on the premises. It was an unwritten law in the 
code of the customers that when any of them were 
" wanted " by the police they should go elsewhere for 
their refreshment. 

As a result, the " Three Fiddlers," though useless as 
a refuge for ihe bunted, was a regular resort for gentle- 
men of the jemmy while maturing their schemes or wait- 
ing for an opportunity. In the snug bar-parlour nearly 
all the notorious burglaries of the last twenty years had 
been thought out and discussed long before they came to 
artistic fulfilment in some suburban mansion or country 
seat 

About nine o'clock that evening Mr. Murch was busily 
wiping glasses in the bar, when a man came through tlra 
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awing door from the street, and, nodding to him, waB 
about to pass into the parlour behind. 

" Wire for you, Daniel," said the landlord, slapping 
Vamdyke's missive down on the counter. " I hope if a 
boainess. YouVe been out of Dartmoor six months, and 
never a smell of luck." 

The recipient, a man of originally powerful build, 
who gave the impression of having gone to seed, tore 
open the yellow envelope and eagerly perused the con- 
tents. " Sea-breezes! " he muttered, frowning. " No, 
Bill, this yere ain't likely to pan out good biz," he added 
aloud. " All the plums will be gobbled up by another 
bloke, I reckon, and pore Dan will only have the skins. 
Come into the snuggery and have a drink. I should be 
glad to talk thia over with you." 

Mr. Murch did not find it advisable to employ bai^ 
maids or any outside help, but he called his wife to 
mind the bar, and joined his customer in the parlour. 
There were several Old Bailey celebrities in the room, 
but they were wrapped up in their own affairs, and, be- 
yond looking up to see who had entered, paid no atten- 
tion to the newcomers. To mind one's own business 
was part of the etiquette of the house, and no one was 
worried with questions so long as he was not suspected 
of being a " nark " or a police spy. Daniel's reputation 
as a cracksman at tlie very top of the tree at once stopped 
all interest in his presence. 

" Well, what's the racket ? " the landlord enquired, 
sitting down beside him in a quiet comer. " As 
an old pal, you can count on me for anything in 
reason." 

It was one of Mr. March's profitable privileges to 
find money for the preliminary expenses of bia cus- 
tomers when embarking on their enterprises, but it ap- 
peared that his good oflBces in this direction were not 
now in request 

" I ain't short of rhino," replied DanieL " It's about 
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tbe kid. This yere telegram calls me out of tovn, and I 
wanted to orst you to keep your eyes open, likewise ears, 
whilst I'm away. There's just the chance, you know, as 
■ome one might come in as had seen the missis and the 
nipper." 

Bill Murch gave the required assurance, accompanied 
by the frank opinion that nothing would come of it. 
Daniel's trouble was a not uncommon one among those 
who partake of lengthened hospitality in the royal pal- 
aces of Dartmoor and Portland. Daniel, when con- 
victed and sentenced to seven years' penal servitude, 
bad left behind him a wife and a boy of three. For 
good reasons his affection for his wife had cooled, but 
he r^arded the child with a devotion worthy of a 
better man. On release after all those weary years of 
stone-hreaking, be had hurried to London, only to find 
that his wife, taking the child with her, had long ago 
vanished from her old haunts, leaving no trace behind. 
Since then he had been searching for the lost ones 
through the length and breadth of the great city, but 
always without result. 

" Where shall I communicate with you if I bear any- 
thing t " asked Mr. Murch. 

"Poet-Office, Gwynant, Cornwall — till further no- 
tice," said Daniel. 

" Is it permitted to enquire what game ia up in those 
parts ? " 

" Haven't no more notion than you," replied Daniel. 
And, lowering his voice to a whisper, he added mysteri- 
ously, " Did you ever bear tell of a cove known as 
the ' Long Medico ' t Used to be at the life-insurance 
game." 

Mr. Murch sat bolt upright, staring at his friend. 
" Him as was tried for murder and acquitted t " he 
gasped. 

" It being in Scotland, ' Not Proven ' was the ver- 
dict, and that don't amount to much," said Daniel with 
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an assenting nod. " He's down in Cornwall now, and 
he wants me." 

The landlord of the " Three Fiddlers " was not of an 
emotional type. He had a neck like a bull^ and his pock- 
marks were against facial expression, but for once he 
showed genuine concern. 

" Don't you go, Daniel," he urged in a tremulous 
whisper. " I'm proud to live by the likea of yon, but 
I'm glad to think that the Long Medico never darkened 
these doors. I know his record well. He's a holy ter- 
ror, Daniel, and I shouldn't hare anything to do with 
him if I was you — unless he's got a mortal tight grip 
on you." 

The other made a wry face. " He's got more than 
that. Bill; he's got my promise, and be ain't the sort 
you can break a promise to. I should never sleep easy 
for fear of that slimy toad of a chap coming creepy- 
crawly on me in the dark. He saved my life when I was 
down with jaundice years ago, and I swore I'd help him 
if soever he should have need of me." 

Murch shook his head gravely. " I'm main sorry 
for this, old man," he said. *' You've never been one to 
shed blood in your trade, but there's no knowing where 
you mayn't fetch up now — gallows as like as not. The 
Long Medico don't take much stock in human life, 
if all the tales they tell of his insuranoe days are 
true." 

" It won't be anything of that kind, I reckon," re- 
plied Daniel, but with obvious uneasiness. " When I 
swore to help him I barred bloodshed. More likely he's 
spotted some rich crib to crack, and wants me to pull the 
diestnuts out of the fire for him. He don't say what it 
is in the telegram. * Sea-breezes ' is just a word ar- 
ranged between us, meaning I'm to come along quick. 
I shall go down to Gwynant to-morrow by the Great 
Western morning express." 

The two men smoked in silence for some time, and 
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then Hurcfa said suddenly, " Where do you hang out 
now ? " 

" Whatman's Buildings, in the Borough," replied 
Daniel. " In the same room I had before I waa la^ed. 
I took it on the off chance of the missis and the nipper 
turning up there again. But why do yon ask ? " 

" Because wherever you lodge you're pretty sure to 
be shadowed there, and if you've got to hunt in leash 
with the Long Medico you'd hest blind your tracks be- 
fore you start, my son," said Murch. " I was going to 
propose that you should fetch your things — there'll be a 
matter of a jemmy or two, and a center-bit, I guess — 
and sleep here to-night I will guarantee to get you to 
Paddington in the morning with never a ' tec ' in Lon- 
don the wiser." 

Daniel closed with the offer gratefully. He was one 
of those who never suspect that the frequent kindnesses 
they experience are due to an endearing quality in them- 
selves. It was hardly likely, perhaps, that a profes- 
sional burglar should attribute any such magnetic in- 
fluence to himself, but it was none the less true. Clever 
and daring in his " business," he was a gentle soul in 
private life, with his hand ever in his pocket to aid a 
fallen brother of the craft ; while his vain quest for the 
" nipper " since bis release had encircled him with that 
human interest which even in criminal circles stira 
the pulse. 

He had adopted his profession hereditarily rather 
than by choice. His father had been an expert in 
house-breaking, and had trained his son to the family 
calling with as much hopeful pride as a cavalry colonel 
teaching his youngster to sit a horse. 

So it was that the following morning Mr. Murch and 
Daniel descended from a four-wheeler at Paddington 
and went on to the departure platform just as the 
West of England express was filling up. Daniel chose 
a comer seat in a third-class carriage, and the landlord 
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of the " Three Fiddlers " leaned over the door saying 
farewells. As there were others in the compartment 
their remarks were mostly about the weather. 

But suddenly Daniel's watchful eyes wandered from 
his friend's face and concentrated on an alert, clean- 
shaven young man who, dressed in deep mourning, had 
come out of the booking-office and was seeking a seat in 
the train. Murch, upon whom these trifles were never 
lost, cocked his eye at the source of Daniel's uneasiness, 
and asked a telegraphic question with his brows. 

" It is the mouthpiece who defended me when I was 
put away — Mr. Austin Conyers," was the scarcely aud- 
ible reply. 

" Him! " ejaculated Mureh, also under his breath, 
" Why didn't he get you off, then I He's got no end of 
a name now." 

" I had no case, you'll remember. He was only put 
up to jaw the judge for mitigation of sentence, and be 
did it a treat But that ain't the point Stand well in 
front of me, Bill. 'Twould never do for him to recog- 
nise me. Lord 1 hut he's going to get in here." 

Mr. 3furch rose to the occasion with well-practised 
promptness. " Person with fits in this compartment, 
sir," be murmured hoarsely to the intending passenger, 
who, however, passed along the train to the first-class 
carriages without appearing to hear the mendaciona 
warning, or to notice Daniel shrinking back in his cor- 
ner. Immediately afterwards the train started, and 
with a final hand-grip Murch dropped off the foot-board. 

The ex-convict breathed freely, for there was no stop- 
page till Exeter, which, he reflected, being an assize 
town, was probably Mr. Conyers' destination. Though 
that young gentleman, then at the outset of hia career, 
had ably defended hia perfectly hopeless cause, and had 
pleaded aa if firmly convinced of his innocence, yet 
Daniel had his doubts as to his advocate's belief in him. 
He well remembered a curious glitter in Mr. Conyers* 
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steel-grey eje as he received inatructiooa so full of de- 
tail, yet, alaal bo incapable of proof- 
Just at present, wben embarking on an unknovn en- 
terprise in conjunction with such a dangerous coUeagua 
as the Long Hedico, he had no desire to be identified 1^ 
a fellow traveller into the West Country — especially l^ 
one with eo exclusive an insight into his past 

When the train stopped at Exeter, Daniel cautionsly 
protruded his head in the hope of seeing Hr. Conyera 
leave the station. Failing to do so, he concluded that 
his former " mouthpiece " had either kept his seat, or 
that he had missed him among the crowd of departing 
passengers crowding to the exit. At any rate, as there 
was a ten minutes' wait, Daniel felt that he might safely 
dive into the third-class refreshment room and out again 
without much risk of being observed from the first- 
class carriages. 

Comforted by a glass of stout and a plate of sand- 
wiches, he returned to bis seat, and was glad to find 
that the other passengers had all cleared out, leaving 
him the compartment to himself. He would be able to 
stretch hia legs and doze, with possible dreams of the 
" nipper," who, waking or sleeping, was seldom absent 
from his thoughts. 

He had already disposed himself, when, just as the 
train had begun to move, the door was wrenched open, 
and he had to make way for the ingress of a passenger, 
who, with a civil word of apology, sank into the opposite 
seat. It was Mr. Austin Conyers, apparently pro- 
foundly unconscious of the dismay be was causing. 

" I was just getting a snack, but they give you such 
a short time I was compelled to jump in anywhere," 
said the barrister, unfolding a newspaper and thereby 
instilling hope in Daniel's breast. But the hope was all 
too short-lived. The shrewd, boyish face opposite sud- 
denly became fixed and a little stem ; then it relaxed 
again, and beamed on the alarmed Daniel. 
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" Why, Grice, how are you ? " said Mr. Conyere, 
using the name — ^not the real one — under which his old 
client had been convicted. " You haven't changed as 
much as I should have expected. I did my best to get 
you off, you know, but we hadn't a leg to stand on." 

" I wasn't guilty, air," Daniel responded feebly. It 
would be futile, he knew, to deny his identity. Those 
clear, searching eyes, into which a flash of amusement 
gleamed at bis halting assertion, were not to be hood- 
winked. But it would do no harm to keep up the old 
fiction of innocence. 

" I never yet came across a prisoner who was guilly," 
said Austin Conyers with whimsical gravity. " And 
now, if it's a fair question, how is the world using you 1 
You have got some remunerative occupation, I hope I " 

" Fairish," was all the burglar would trust himself 
to answer. 

" That's good hearing. Going far down the line t " 

Now this didn't suit Daniel at all. He did not know, 
nor, now that Exeter was passed, could he even gness at, 
Mr. Conyers' destination, which might be further on 
than bis own. So with an effort that would have drawn 
commendation from the astute Murch, he replied: 

" Only to Uie next stop — to Plymouth, sir. I go 
aboard the ship there for — for South America." 

" Indeed ! " exclaimed Conyers, and he proceeded to 
evince such interest in the coming voyage that Daniel 
felt quite ashamed at deceiving such a pleasant gentle- 
But when the train began to slow down for Plymouth, 
and Daniel gathered up his belongings to leave the train, 
he had occasion to rejoice at his exceeding cunning. For 
Mr. Conyers, in shaking him warmly by the hand, ex- 
pressed sorrow that he was not to have the pleasure of 
his company as far as Owytuint, whither he himself was 
bound on the sad errand of attending a funeral. 

They got out on the platform together and separated: 
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Ur. CoDjers to seek his own first-class compartment, 
and Daniel to slink out of the station and remain at the 
nearest public-house till the next train for Cornwall was 
due to depart It was bad enough to have the man who 
knew bis record bound for the same place; it would 
never do to arrive there under bis very eyes. If any 
one else but tbe Long Medico bad summoned bim to 
" business," he would have " chucked the job," and re- 
turned to town. 

*' Good-bye again, Grice," tbe young barrister shouted 
after him. " You will get a tram to the docks outside. 
Pleasant voyage." 

And Daniel waved sheepish thanks. 

Austin Conyers, from the door of his regained com- 
partment, stood looking after him regretfully, as a foiled 
cat watches a bird fly up beyond its reach. 

" If it wasn't for this melancholy business about poor 
old Sir Michael, it would be a real pleasure to imravel 
that fellow's programme," be muttered. " I hope the 
railway people won't make him take a freah ticket. I 
shouldii't like to put him to that inconvenience, for 
there's a sweet simplicity about the rascal that com- 
mends itself to the philosophic mind." 
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CHAFTEK X 
tabitdteg'b subpbisb paoebt. 

Whsu Tommy Light reached the foothold of the 
ledge and disappeared from Helen's view into the face 
of the cliff, he found himself in a cavity that gave even 
his diminutive peison not much room to turn round in. 
But as he crawled a few paces from the entrance, the 
place gradually widened, and at the same time increased 
in height, till he was ehle to stand up and stretch him- 
self. 

" Lordyt but that cove '11 he the death of me," he 
ejaculated, as he drew a long breath. " And me only a 
a pore little chap with no friends bar Miss Helen. I 
wonder if it's safe." 

He went on as far as the glimmer of daylight showed 
him the way, and, fumbling on the rocky floor, found 
the small brown-paper package which Ann Watson had 
thrown down to him from Sir Michael's death-chamber. 

" That's all right," he muttered, laying it carefully 
down again. " NufiBn but a bloomin' seagull could find 
it here. P'raps shell give me anuwer bob for keepin' 
of it from fliat tall fioppety pill-mixer." 

Tommyglanoed round with pride athis natural strong- 
hold. At least, so the cave seemed to his limited if 
ehrewd intelligeuoe, thou|^ a more practised eye might 
have discerned the evidence of man's handiwork in cer- 
tain chisel-marks of no recent date on the ru^^ sides of 
the narrow tunnel. The boy, daring as he was, had not 
yet outgrown a childish fear of utter darkneas, and never 
having penetrated beyond the reach of daylight from th* 
mouth, had no idea of the length of the fissure. It was 
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finongli for him that he had discovered a resort unap- 
proachable, as he believed, by any one who could not 
damber down to the ledge from the brink of the cliff. 

And be had the proud oonsciouBnesa that of all the 
lads in Owynant parish he alone bed nerves for that 
diz^ descent. To prove the impregnability of his cita- 
del, he bad often dared other boya to follow him down, 
but had failed to tempt them, even with his most im- 
aginative word-pictures of the mysteries below. 

" 'Tain't any use shovin of it in any furder," be re- 
flected aloud. " He won't never 'are pluck to come 
down cliff-flide with that there night-gown coat of hian." 

So with many a backward glance at the darkness of 
the nether beyond, peopled by his mind with innumer- 
able Cornish bogies, he retraced his steps, and after a 
final crawl on hands and knees, emerged upon the ledge. 
With never a thought for the sheer precipice that 
dropped from his feet to the wave-washed rocks, he cast 
a wary eye upwards, andwas met 1^ the reassuring sight 
of Helen Learoyd's face peering down. 

" Mr. Vamdyke baa gone away along the cliff," she 
called down to him. " It will be quite safe for you to 
come up now." - 

" Which way's 'e gone — towards the village or the 
Haunted Tower i " piped Tommy. 

" Towards the Haunted Tower," replied Helen. 

Though it made her heart stand still to watch him 
scale that giddy height, it was a small matter for Tommy 
to scramble to her side. Instinctively she turned from 
the dangerous spot, and began to walk rapidly home- 
wards with the urchin trotting at her skirts. 

Aware that he was in the habit of frequenting the 
cliffs, she neither felt nor showed curiosity as to the 
object of his perilous climb. But she endeavoured to 
get from him the reason for Vamdyke's animosity 
against him^ and also whether he intended to mention 
the murdecous act which she had so adroitly frustrated. 
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" 'E *ates me because I spotted 'itn where 'e didn't 
oughter be," said Tommy. " No, I shan't aay nufSn 
abaht 'im going for me with the bloomin' stick. 
Where's the use ? 'E'd only let on that 'e was tryin' to 
'elp me up with it — eame as you did with yer umberel- 
ler. And 'e'd make it 'otter for me than ever after- 
wards." 

On the whole, Helen was relieved by the reply, for it 
galled her to think that she was now in no position to 
bring an accusation against Vamdyke unless she was 
prepared to have her father overwhelmed by the counter 
charges which he would doubtless bring. Indeed, she 
had no doubt that he had relied on her compulsory 
silence before attempting such a fiendish crime against 
a defenceless lad in the presence of a witness. 

She began to think that the assistant must be a mad- 
man, subject to wild-beast fits of rage, to do such a thing; 
though before many days were past she was to learn that 
there had been a coldly calculating reason for the deed — 
as, in fact, there was for everyi&ng to which Sergius 
Vamdyke laid his felonious hand. 

" Perhaps it was only an accident after all, Tommy," 
she said. " But at any rate, if I were you, I rfiould keep 
out of his way as much as possible, and have very littie to 
say about him to any one." 

" I does all that," Tommy grinned up at her. *' Live 
and let live'a my motter ; but, Lordy ! if ever I get my 
chance at 'im. I'd like to be on cliff-top, wiv* 'im 
tryin' to climb down after what I've hid. But he ain't 
man enough for that— with them flappy coat-taila, like 
a young razor-bill or a puffin leamin' to fly." 

" Or a cormorant, Tommy," Helen smiled sadly, as 
she turned into her garden gate and waved farewell to 
the boy. 

On entering the house, she was glad to find that her 
father was out on his afternoon round, for on the hall 
table there was a letter from Harold, which she ran up 
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to hep room to read. Hie words of love brought the 
hot tears to her eyes, knowing as she did that she was 
committed by stem fate to shatter his daj-dream, 

"Dearest" (he wrote), "you will have heard the 
Bad news, and will understand how I am tied to the 
hoQse. Thank God, there is no question of an obstacle 
to onr happiness being removed by my poor father's 
death, for last night he gave his full consent. I hope to 
see you and hear from your own dear lips the confirma- 
tion of your provisional pledge as soon as possible after 
the funeral, which will be on Tuesday. My mother and 
Gwen are bearing up fairly well, though it has been 
a great shock to us all. 

" Austin Conyers, Gwen's fiance, whom I believe you 
have met, has been telegraphed for, and wires back ^at 
be will be with us to-morrow. He will be a great 
solace to dear Gwen, and I only wish that you and I had 
got so far in our wooing that you could comfort me in 
these dark days. I would willingly throw the conven- 
tions to the winds and come over, but my mother says 
that people would say unkind things of both of us. 
Therefore, darling, we must possess our soub in patience 
just a litde while longer. 

" Ever yours, 

" Habold." 

After consideration, Helen decided not to answer him 
direct. Instead of doing so she penned a note of condo- 
lence, and addressed it to Lady Fentreath, including in 
her sympathetic remarks a formal reference to both 
Gwen and Harold. It went to her heart to ignore her 
lover's letter, but she felt that it would be basest treach- 
ery to mislead bim with an intimate reply when in a 
few days at furthest she would have to dash all his hopes 
to the ground. 

For a few moments she was inclined to end the sns- 
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pense by writing him a curt note of dismissal there and 
then, hut it seemed too cruel to deal the final wound 
while hie father was lying dead^in the house, ao the letter 
to Lady Fentreath was sent up to the Castle by one of 
the maids. 

To revert to Tommy Light's confident assertion that 
Vamdyke would not be able to cope with the terrors 
of the cliff. That urchin would have used the strongest 
language in his vocabnlary, and some of it was stronger 
than can be set down here, if he had witnessed an inter- 
view between Doctor Learoyd's assistant and Miss Ann 
Watson, the confidential maid at the Castle, that took 
place that night at the western gate of the park leading 
to the moor. 

A little after nine o'clock Ann Watson, freed now 
from her duties by her master's death, made an excuse 
for leaving the servants' hall, and slipped along the 
shrubbery walk to the scene of Harold's enconnter with 
Vamdyke that morning. She did not know it, but pre- 
cisely at that moment, three hundred miles eway,Daniel 
was entering the " Three Fiddlers " in Bermondsey, 
to find the telegram which was to bring him into the 
"West Country on the morrow. 

Hegardless of Harold's threats, Vamdyke was lurk- 
ing outside the gate. The new baronet, ^ rightly sur- 
mised, would have weighter matters on hand that oi^t 
than pursuit of that old Indian affair. 

" I did what you wanted about the medicine bottle," 
said Ann as she joined him. 

" A little more than I wanted," Vamdyke corrected. 
" I told you to hide the bottle — not to give it to some 
one else to hide. That was a deviation from orders 
which must not be repeated. You did not know how 
soon it would be wanted, yet you hand it over to be hid 
by a third party in a place which he thought to be in- 
accessible." 

*' You must be a wizard, Sergius," said the maid, 
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shrinking from him a little. " I meant no harm — only 
to safeguard mjself in case of a search and an enquiry." 

" See, here is the bottle ! " continued Vamdyke with 
a rasping chuckle. And from out of hig baggy frock- 
coat be produced the brown-paper package which 
Tommy had deposited in the crevice in the cliff. 

" Well, I never ! " Ann exclaimed. 

" Yes, let it be a warning to you not to trust an im- 
pudent boy with even a fraction of my secrets," said 
Vamdyke sternly. " Now listen to me, and don't make 
any mistake this time. A friend of mine is coming 
from London, probably to-morrow, Saturday. On Sun- 
day night, after the household at the Castle has retired, 
I want this man to be admitted. No need for you to 
do more than leave a window open before you go up 
to bed. Which ia the best for the purpose i " 

" Where will his business be ? " asked Ann shortly. 

" In the library.'* 

" Then it had better be the middle window in the 
passage leading from the servants' offices," was the re- 

p'y- 

" Let it be so," returned Vamdyke. " And after he 
has paid his visit, probably about one o'clock at night, 
yon must see that the window is re-fastened before any 
one is about He'll have come and gone by four, for 
it's daylight at three. And now I'm off, for I haven't 
been to bed for forty-eight hours." 
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CHAPTER XL 

THE SEEIW OF BUMOITB. 

Havibo kicked his heels at the Plymouth public- 
house for some hours, Daniel resumed his broken 
journey into Cornwall, and was finally deposited at 
Gwynant by the last slow train stopping at that little- 
frequented station. 

At the late hour of half -past nine there were but few 
people about, so that the stranger's arrival was unper- 
ceived except by the solitary porter, and he was too 
tired to notice the five or six passengers who gave up 
their tickets. 

Daniel walked away at the tail of the group of re- 
turning villagers, gradimlly slackening his speed till he 
was left some way behind. He had not expected to be 
met at the station for obvious reasons, but he thought 
it likely that the Long Medico would be on the look-out 
for him. He was not disappointed, for some little dis- 
tance from the station Vamdyke stepped from the dark- 
ness of the trees at the side of the road. 

" Good old Dan ! I knew you wouldn't fail me," 
said Vamdyke, quite cordially for him, and shaking 
the new arrival warmly by the band. 

" It's a beastly long way from London, and I'm 
sleepy ; I hope the job ain't to come off to-night," said 
Daniel in a husky whisper. " I tell you straight I need 
a rest first" 

It was nearly dark, and Vamdyke blinked at him 
curiously in a vain endeavour to find a reason for the 
half-hearted ring in the notorious cracksman's voice. 

" No, there's nothing on till to-morrow," he replied. 
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" But why 30 late, Dan? I expected you'd come by the 
express three houra ago." 

Daniel, eeized with a sudden shame at the episode 
in the presence of this prince of crime, did not dare 
to allude to his chance meeting with his old " mouth- 
piece " and bis subsequent skulk at Plymouth. What 
he would have done bad be known that four hours pre- 
viously Austin Conyers bad driven to the Castle over 
the spot where they were standing, and was at present 
smoking an after-dinner cigar on the terrace, is another 
matter. 

" Couldn't get away sooner," he said shortly. 
" Where am I to put up and get some grub ! " 

" At the post-office, where I lodge myself, which is 
also the village shop," said Vamdyke, glancing approv- 
ingly at the neat Gladstone bag which the other carried, 
and which would be a sure passport to Mrs. Palseys 
esteem. " It will be convenient to be imder the same 
roof; but there must be no open communication be- 
tween us, remember. We are perfect strangers to each 
other. I have been established here for six months as 
assistant to the local doctor; you had better call your- 
self — hang it, let's have a look at you." 

He lit a wax vesta, pretending to apply it to a cigar- 
ette, but by the feeble ray took stock of the burglar's 
well-worn " reacb-me-down " tweed suit, of his battered 
bowler hat, and last but not least, of his loose-jointed 
active frame, with the hollow-cheeked face to top all. 
Daniel's Dartmoor experiences and hia quest for " the 
nipper " had added to his originally determined coun- 
tenance the look that women call " interesting." 

" Say that you are a London mechanic in search of 
health," continued Vamdyke when the inspection was 
complete. " And now, as we mustn't be seen together, 
you had better go on alone and ask Mrs. Palaey for the 
room which I faiow she has vacant. I will find means 
of communicating with you. For to-night, Daniel, you 
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can live up to the character of a consamptive Cocknej, 
and eat, drink, and be as merry as you can, eo far from 
the ' Three Fiddlers.' " 

" Won't the woman want references ? " enquired 
Daniel. 

" Half a sovereign in advance, my dear friend, covers 
a multitude of sins in these parts," Vanidyke replied. 
" By the way, have you money i I can give you a bit 
on account, if you want it." 

" We'll talk biz to-morrow," said the hungry cracks- 
man. " I've got what I want for the present" 

Vamdyke fell back into the shadow of the trees, and 
watched the active figure go swinging up the dark road 
to where the lights of the village street began. 

" Dan seems to have lost some of his old dash," he 
mused. " Or else be is under some influence or desire 
to reform, which he knows better than to obey till I 
have done with him." 

Allowing half an hour's law, be followed in the same 
direction and arrived at the post-office just as Mrs. Fal- 
sey was putting up the shop shutters — it being Saturday 
night, she had kept open two hours later than usual. 
Instead of going in at the private door, Vamdyke 
entered the shop, and asked for some tolwcco. Mrs. 
Palsey hardly troubled to answer him, but burst forth 
at once with her news. 

" There's a gent from London taken my back room — 
down by the last train," she began. " I hope you don't 
mind my baring another lodger, sir — ^me, a lone widow 
with — with mouths to feed." 

As a matter of fact, Mrs. Palsey had no mouths but 
her own dependent on her exertions, and that capacious 
aperture she fed mostly with gin. 

Vamdyke frowned slightly and affected to consider. 
It was not bis cue to appear pleased at the advent of the 
stranger, or on the odier hand to profess much interest 
in him — at any rate, that night 
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" I hope that your new lodger ia quiet, and that he 
vUl not interfere with my medical studies," he said. 
" What is the gentleman i " 

" Oh, he's as quiet as a Iamb, poor dear, and bim 
about as ill as they make them," returned the garrulous 
postmietress. " Leastways, it's his lungs and not bis 
etomach that's affected, for he hadn't been in his room 
five minutes before be started on two cold pork chops 
and pickles. He's a mason by trade — sent down by 
his friendly society for his health — at least, so he 
says." 

Those last five words, pregnant with rustic suspicion, 
were not lost upon Vamdyke. He repeated them aloud 
88 though to himself, and as if be were unconsciously 
weighing their import or something they suggested to 
him. Then he took up the packet of tobacco, and made 
for the door, apparently in deep thought. On the 
threshold he paused and looked back. 

" Well, good-night, Mrs, Palsey," he said. " Not 
going to church to-morrow, I suppose ! " 

" I think I stand in need of a rest, sir," bis stout land- 
lady answered, smiling a puzzled smirk at the question. 
The doctor's assistant was not a churchgoer himself, or, 
so far as she knew, interested in such matters. 

"Then if I wanted a chat with you, I should find 
yon in and alone during church time? " 

" Tes, sir. The wench has her morning off to-mor- 
row. You'll find me at the weekly accounts in the 
parlour." 

Vamdyke went out, and round to the private door, 
which he opened with his latch-key. He occupied a 
sitting-room on the ground floor, and the bedroom over 
it The hitherto vacant room, now in the last half-hour 
let to Daniel, was upstairs opposite his own bedroom, 
and thither he softly made his way, quietly hut uncere- 
moniously opening the door. Daniel had got bis boots 
off, and was smoking. The pork chops had disappeared. 
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Varndyke closed the door and made a gesture for ai- 
lence. 

" Put your lij^t out prescDtly, and go to bed," he 
said in a low tone. " I shall come and talk to you in an 
hour or two. The old woman drinks, and sleeps sound ; 
but she's as sharp as a weasel as long as she's awake." 

Daniel nodded comprehension, and Varndyke slipped 
downstairs into his sitting-room again. It was a small, 
plainly furnished apartment, with a centre table and an 
old-fashioned bureau at the end opposite the empty 
grate. Varndyke unlocked the bureau and took from 
one of the compartments two bottles, one half-full of a 
colourless fluid, the other the one which had already 
passed through so many adventures since it had con- 
tained Sir Michael Pentreath's last sleeping drau^t 

Placing them side by side he gazed at them long and 
thoughtfully. After mature reflection, he replaced the 
sleeping-draught bottle in the hureau, and, after locking 
the latter, put the half-full bottle in his breast pocket 

" That will be the better way," he muttered softly to 
himself. " To plant the two of them might savour too 
much of rashness on the part of such a diabolical 
schemer." He chuckled a little at the phrase. " And," 
he pursued his meditations, " I may want the bottle yet 
to frighten Helen with. My discreet sister will have to 
' find ' it — when the time comes." 

Before very long he heard the heavy tread of Mrs. 
Palsey on the stairs on her way to bed, and an occasional 
lurch told him that her condition promised freedom 
from interruption. A few minutes later, therefore, he 
went up to his own bedroom, and, after waiting a little 
while, slipped, catlike, across the narrow landing to 
Daniel's room. The bottle, half-full of colourless fluid, 
which he had taken from the bureau, was still in his 
pocket 

For over an hour the sibilant hiss of a whispered 
conversation might have been heard 1:^ any one with an 
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ear to the keyhole. But there was no such ear, and 
when Vamdyke prowled back to his own bedroom it was 
with the well-justified conviction that the secret of hia 
instructions to Daniel was nnshared except by that 
trusted though unwilling henchman. 

The church bells bad ceased ringing for morning ser- 
vice, and a Sabbath calm brooded over the main street 
of Gwynant, when next day Vamdyke entered Mrs. 
Palsey's parlour behind the shop. From the latter, 
through tbe open doorway, drifted an odour of bacon 
and candles, mingled with a faint aroma of the widow's 
favonrite stimulant exhaling from a glass which she had 
discreetly veiled with the county paper. Her large, 
flabby face fell into a fresh combination of folds at eight 
of her permanent lodger, and she offered him a chair 
with much affability. 

He refused to sit down, but stood lounging in the 
doorway, his gaunt figure outlined against the miscel- 
laneous objects in the shop behind him. 

" Well, and what's the mason from London up to 
to-day?" be asked, in a tone of one who means more 
than the question implies. 

Mrs. Palsey's little pig-eyes searched the sallow face 
hungrily. " I wish you could tell me," she said. 
" There's something queer about the feller, sure. Fine 
though the day be, when I took up his breakfast he said 
that he shouldn't go out till to-morrow, and yet, judging 
by his appetite, there ain't much the matter with him," 

" What did he talk about ? " Vamdyke enquired, with 
a great appearance of interest. 

*' He asked a lot of questions about the castle, and 
Sir Michael Pentreath's death." 

" Ah! " ejaculated Vamdyke, in the manner of one 
who has had a surmise confirmed. 

" Seems strange, don't it, in a man who only came 
into the place last night?" said the postmistress, with 
a fishy leer at her lodger. 
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Vamdyke was silent for a miDate or more, and bis 
Bilencs was more impressive than words. " Mrs. Pal- 
sey," he said at length, " what you have told me fits in 
with a guess I made last night when you mentioned this 
man's arrival. We doctors mustn't reveal professional 
secrets, you know, but I can see that it is useless trying 
to keep things from a woman of your discernment" 

Tho postmistress, the most virulent gossip in the 
parish, thinking evil of every one, rose greedily to the 
bait. " The man is a detective ? " she hazarded eagerly. 
" There is something wrong with Sir Michael's death ! " 

But Vamdyke ^ook his head, though his eyes an- 
swered the question in the affirmative. " It would be as 
much as my place is worth to admit as much," he said ; 
" and if you mentioned me aa your authority for any 
such statement you would soon have your two best rooms 
vacant. But I should not be surprised if — well, if star- 
tling things happened in our quiet village before long." 

" Is it poison t " gasped the postmistress, her fat face 
quivering at the mere su^estion of such a luscious item 
of news. 

But again Tamdybe shook bis head. " My lips are 
sealed," he replied. " But your own shrewdness will 
tell you that Doctor Learoyd would hardly have given 
a certificate for burial if there had been external marks 
of foul play on the body." 

Mrs. Palsey wagged her head gloatingly over the 
promising tit-bit, and Vamdyke seized the opportuni^ 
to leave her before she began to worry for details. 

" In twenty-four hours there will be rumours of 
poison," he mused, as he stepped out into the sunlight 
of the deserted village street. " But that old beldame 
will have more regard for my ten shillings a week than 
to give me as ber authority. I doubt if they'll even 
trace it to her, for she'll contrive to start the ball rolling 
with merely a nod here and a wink there among her 
cronies." 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

BILERT ItATOHIS. 

Thb arrival of Austin Conyere at the Castle was as 
a breatti of fresh air to the mourning household. The 
young barrister's magnetic personality made itself felt 
in a hundred ways, and that without any effort on his 
part to cast into the background the sad occasion of his 
visit. 

A maiden is glad to see her lover under any circum- 
stances, and it was but natural that Gwen should forget 
some of her grief in the joy of Austin's presence. Har- 
old took an instant liking to his future brother-in-law, 
recc^nising in him^ for all his clean-shaven face and 
peaceful calling, a congenial spirit who was every inch 
a man. Even Lady Pentreath, bowed by a deeper sor- 
row than her children, gained comfort from his un- 
effusive sympathy. 

Of all the apartments in the ancient mansion, the 
library in which the late baronet had spent his eventless 
days was the most cosey, and Harold had already taken 
possession of it as his own sanctum. Here on Sunday 
evening after dinner the two young men were smoking, 
with Gwen to keep them company, Lady Pentreath 
having retired for the night 

" Helen was not at church to-day ; I wonder if she is 
not well," Gwen was saying. " Have you heard any- 
thing of or from her, Harold ? " 

" Nothing more than her inclusive message to me in 
her letter of condolence to mother," Harold replied, 
flashing slightly. " Her position, you see, is rather a 
difficult one — after meeting me so pluckily at the station 
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the other day. I hope to put matters on a proper foot- 
ing as soon as the funeral is over." 

Austin Conyers, whose observant eyes nothing es- 
caped, perceived the flush, and having heen fully in- 
formed of Harold's hopes and intentions with regard 
to Doctor Learoyd'a daughter, was quick to read his dis- 
appointment at Helen's apparent coldness. 

" From what I have seen of Miss Learoyd on my 
previous visits, I am sure that she will do the right 
thing at whatever cost to her own inclinations," he said. 
" A girl as true as steel, and as sweet as she is true." 

" She is all that and more," was Gwen'a enthusiastio 
comment. 

But Harold puffed moodily at his pipe, and to change 
the subject Austin broke the constraint by pltmging into 
a description of his meeting with Daniel in the train. 

" What do you think of my having travelled down 
yesterday, in friendly conversation with a celebrated 
burglar ? " he began. 

" That must have been a real delight to you," Gwen 
laughed. " I have no doubt you found out exactly what 
nefarious enterprise he was bent on." 

" You overrate my powers, though I admit the at- 
tempt," replied Austin. " I saw him in the train at 
Faddington, though he didn't know it, and then I aston- 
ished him by joining him at Exeter. He was a client of 
mine some years ago at the Old Bailey, whose cause 
I pleaded ineffectually; and naturally he did not like 
having hia past raked up. He vamped up a yam that 
he was starting for South America, and then got out at 
Plymouth — to go on board ship, I suspect that the 
ship was really the next train following mine." 

" You think he was coming into the West Country 
on the business of his profession ? " asked Harold, in- 
terested in spite of himself. 

" I am sure of it," Austin replied. " He could have 
no sdeq^uate reason for wishing to avoid me otherwise. 
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He was clearly afraid that I should note his destination 
if he came on in the same train with me^ the deduction 
being that the scene of his intended operations is be- 
tween Plymouth and Gwynant I had purposely told 
him that I was going to get out at this place — to force 
his hand." 

" Good gracious ! " exclaimed Owen, " It might 
have been Gwynant itself he was hound for. In which 
case we shall probably hear of some of our neighbours 
being burgled. He would hardly come to the Castle 
under the circumstances." 

" On the whole I think not," said Austin Conyers 
thoughtfully. " I am afraid that a death in the family 
would not weigh with most professional burglars, but if 
Mr. Daniel Grice is the soft-hearted rascal I take him 
for, he would draw the line at that. All the same, I 
would have given a good deal to have had leisure to 
leave the train also at Plymouth so as to shadow him. 
Of course, that was impossible." 

A cough from the doorway interrupted the conversa- 
tion. There stood Ann Watson with a tray of glasses 
and spirit decanters. 

*' Will you have the things in here, Sir Harold, or 
shall I put them in the smoking-room ? " she asked in 
the slightly raised tone of one who repeats an unheard 
question. 

" Oh, we'll stay here, thank jou," Harold replied in- 
differently. *' You don't mind, Gwen, I supposed '' 

" Not in the least — more especially as I happen to 
be going up to bed almost immediately," was Miss Pen- 
treath's reply. 

Graceful of carriage and noiseless of tread as usual, 
Ann placed the tray on a small table at her new mas- 
ter's elbow, and retired in the same unobtrusive fashion. 
But the moment she had closed the library door a spasm 
ruffled the sot calm of her face, and she leaned for sup- 
port against the corridor wall. 



ae THE ONE WHO SAW. 

" Now I know where I have beard the name of Au»- 
tin Conyers before," she murmured. " When firet be 
came courting Miss Owen it seemed familiar to me, but 
I couldn't place it. And that other thej were talking 
of. It must be, but — but I must make sure." 

Becovering her composuje, she returned to the serv- 
ants' hall and announced her intention of going straight 
to bed, as she had a headache. Her room was on the top 
floor, at the bead of the back staircase, and having care- 
fully shut the door she behaved in rather a curious way 
for one stricken with her professed malady. It is true 
she went to the mantelpiece and procured a bottle, but 
it contained no specific for beadacha 

It was the bottle of oil whose legitimate function was 
to lubricate her sewing machine, but which she now 
used on the hinges of tbe room door. In and out of the 
crevices darted her deftly handled feather, till, after 
a final dab of oil on the old-fashioned latch, she replaced 
the bottle and blew out her candle. 

Then she sat down on the bed and waited, listening. 
After some time up the stairs came tbe heavy tread and 
plethoric breathing of the portly cook on her way to 
bed, followed after a brief interval by the chatter of a 
bevy of maids bound for a similar goal. The rear was 
brought up by the footman, and then, aft«r mutual 
good-nights and a scurry of skirts, there was the soimd 
of closing doors, and silence reigned in the servants' 
dormitories. 

Thanks to the oil, Ann opened her door quite noise- 
lessly, and stood with straining ears. Up the abaft of 
the back stairs the occasional snap of a window hasp, 
blended with the creak of blind rollers and the shufiBe 
of slippered feet, reached her, and she knew that Mr. 
Seppings, the butler, was shutting up preparatory to 
retiring to his bedroom on the ground floor, next the 
pantry where the plate safe was kept. 

The fact that Seppings was going his rounds told Ann 
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Uiat the gentlemen bad gone up to their rooms, for it 
■WAB the butler's custom never to seek his rest till he was 
certain that nothing would be wanted. And at last, 
stealing to the stair-head, she heard the metallic clang 
of the door of the safe, always the last act of Seppingg 
before undressing. 

Sunday night is an early-to-bed one in country houses 
of the sober sort, and it was but half-past ten when the 
clang of the safe door informed Ann Watson that she 
was the only denizen of the Castle not in quest of slum- 
ber. But, mindful of Vamdyke's instructions that the 
intruder through the passage window would not come till 
one o'clock, she waited for another half-hour before she 
felt her way down the dark stairs to the ground floor. 

Her first objective was the door of the butler's room, 
where she paused but a moment, a steady snore from 
within giving a pleasant sense of security. It only re- 
mained to open the baize door leading into the front of 
the mansion and traverse half the passage towards its 
juncture with the main corridor. At this point she 
stopped and stealthily slid back the catch of the window. 

" Now shall I go up to my room, or stay downstairs 
and see if I can get a glimpse of — of this man who is to 
do Sergius' bidding} " she asked herself. 

Swayed to and fro between fear and curiosity, she 
hesitated for long in the gloom of the passage before 
coming to a decision. The dictates of prudence 
prompted her to return to the upper regions till the 
expected visitor had performed his task and departed; 
on the other hand an impulse, in which prudence of 
another kind also had its part, urged her to remain. 
The scales eventually fell in favour of the latter, in- 
fluenced by the thought that he who was to come wa«, 
like herself, an agent of Vamdyke. Surely he would 
do no injury to a colleague in the same interest, sup- 
posing be discovered her, which was the last Aing she 
intended to happen if she could help it 
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Having decided to remain, and with this idea of a 
private view strong upon her, she looked about for a safe 
vantage point. Vamdyke had mentioaed the library as 
the scene of his " friend's " labours, and she could think 
of no better plan than to lurk just inside the baize door 
leading to the ofGces, and then, when her ears told her 
that the entry through the passage window had been 
effected, to creep on ^e intruder's tracks to the library 
door. 

Taking up her position she held the baize door, which 
was closed by a noiseless spring, about an inch open, 
and listened — listened till the drums of her ears seemed 
to crack. It was like the passing of an eternity for this 
self-contained, silent woman, now for once so singularly 
agitated, but in reality it was only five minutes to twelve 
when the faint scroop of the window warned her to be 
ready. 

What followed happened quickly enough. A strag- 
gling moonbeam, slanting through the window as the 
sash was raised, showed an indistinct form drop lightly 
on to the fibre matting and disappear into the blackness 
of the passage in the direction of the main corridor. A 
moment later the soft movement of the library door 
told the watcher that Varndyke had thoroughly posted 
his minion in the geography of the house. 

Ann tiptoed along the passage and halted at the 
library, the door of which, contrary to her expectationa, 
had been left ajar. She knew that the nocturnal visit- 
ant mjist have entered the room, for it was the invari- 
able practice of Seppings to close all doors on going his 
rounds. Acting on sheer volition, she pushed the door 
wide enough to admit her, and glided in, with the in- 
tention of secreting herself behind a window curtain 
before her invisible companion got to work. 

She had reached a point half-way to the nearest win- 
dow, not daring to breathe, and stepping as only Ann 
Watson could step, when, without sound, a bri^t flash 
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lit up the surrounding gloom, and there, not three paces 
from her, Daniel was standing with a flaming silent 
match hetween finger and thumb. 

The expression on the burglar's far from ferocious 
face at finding a woman in the room was at first one of 
surprise tempered with alarm. But as the steady glow 
of the match enabled him to discern her features the 
look changed — first to swift recognition, then to stem 
anger. 

He stepped (Quickly aside and applied the expiring 
match to a v/ax candle on the writing-table. 

" Now I'll have it out of you," he said, turning again 
to Ann Watson. " What have you done with Tommy — 
with the nipper ? " 

There was no answer, or any sound in the room but 
the ticking of the clock from the shadows by the fire- 
place. The tall parlour-maid stood giving him glance 
for glance — hers all sullen defiance, his all menacing 
enquiry. 

Daniel took a step nearer. " Where is the boy ? " he 
asked. And the words dropped from his lips in a 
mufiied whisper that reminded Ann of minute guns at 
sea. 

" I shall not tell jou," she replied coldly, " I don't 
want to have any more to do with you, Mr. Daniel Light 
I am not squeamish, as you know, but I can't stand a 
fool." 

She had calculated on his fear of rousing the house- 
hold, but she had made no allowance in the other col- 
umn for paternal instinct. The man's lithe arm shot 
out and his sinuous fingers clutched the woman's fair 
white throat. 

" As there is a God in heaven I shall strangle you, 
and then ^ve myself up to the nearest policeman, if 
you don't tell me where Tommy is," he panted. 

Still no answer, and Daniel's fingers, taking a firmer 
grip, began to bear Ann Watson to the floor. 
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IN TH£ DEAD OF SIGHT. 



A FAiHT gurgle in Ann'a throat was rightly accepted 
by Daniel as a signal of surrender, and he relaxed his 
grasp, at the same time taking care to place himself be- 
tween her and the door. That ehe would compromise 
herself by calling for assistance he had no fear, but he 
did not intend her to leave the library till she should 
have yielded up the required information. 

" Now, where is the boy ? " he asked for the fourth 
time. 

" Here in this village — under his own name of 
Tommy Light," was the sullen reply. 

" Under this roof — here, in the Castle ? " blurted 
Daniel eagerly. 

The man's excitement restored to the shaken woman 
some of her contemptuous impudence. " You don't 
seem to have gained much sense in prison," she sneered. 
" It isn't likely I should enjoy a position of trust in 
this house if they knew that I was married — with a 
convict's brat tacked to me." 

" Position of trust i " Daniel repeated drily. " Well, 
well I And where is Tommy stabled while you fulfil 
your trust by admitting a burglar to your master's 
premises at the orders of the worst wrong 'un that ever 
cheated the gallows ? " 

" Tommy ia living with the Trehemes — fishing peo- 
ple on ^e beach, and I will trouble you not to miscall 
my brother, Mr. Sergius Vamdyke," replied Ann Wat- 
son, or, to give her her proper appellation, Mrs. Light, 
witb asperity. 
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" So the Long Medico is your brother 1 " Dan re- 
flected aloud. " I might have knowD that jou came of 
qneer stock, but I bad faardly hoped for tbe honour qt 
having the likes of h 111 : 1 for a family connection." He 
pauBed, end then burst out ss fiercely as the necessity 
for moderating his voice Trould permit: "Why did 
you go for to rob me of the nipper, Ann ? " 

She told him, and did not spare him in the telling, 
for the brief passion-flame that had kindled in ber cold 
breast for the successful cracksman had spent itself in 
the first week of marriage, and had flickered out al- 
bother when success was turned to failure by his cap- 
ture and conviction. 

She told him, with a wary eye on the wax candle to 
see how long the interview could last, that she had no 
use for a husband who had gone away for seven years* 
penal servitude, and when he came out would be ham- 
pered in all future enterprises by police surveillance. 
So she bad decided to cut the connection and resume 
her spinsterhood, farming out the child to some people 
in Lambeth who made a specialty of minding such 
waifs. 

But when, three years later, by means of forged ref- 
ferences, she had secured her situation at Fentreatb 
Castle, and had wormed her way into Sir Michael's 
r^ard, she had deemed it safer to have the boy under 
her own eye, the Lambeth baby-farm not being above 
snspicion of levying blackmail on its patronesses. She 
had therefore bribed the Trehemes — ancient relics of 
smnggling days — to look after Tommy and hold their 
tongues as to her connection with the little Londoner. 
The compact had been faithfully observed on both sides, 
and Tommy had grown to the age of ten in ignorance 
that the parlour-maid at the Castle was his modier. 

" I expect he's clean forgotten me," said Dan rue- 
fully. 

" Seeing that he had forgotten me in three yean it 
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stands to reason that he won't remember you after 
seven," was the callous reply. " I suppose you'll be 
for making a fuss, and taking him away from the Tre- 
hemes to I^ondon \ " 

" Never you mind what I shall do ; it depends on 
several things," said Daniel. And then, whisperiog 
lower still, he asked: " How much do you know of this 
job J'm on for the Long Medico I " 

His wife shot a venomous glance at him. " Mind 
your own part of the business, and I shall mind mine," 
she retorted. " Recollect that if I was not working for 
Seigius, I should rouse the house." 

For the first time during this queer reunion Daniel 
smiled, and smiled superior. " That's where I've got 
you on toast, my lady," he said. " And " — this was a 
bow shot at a venture, to probe a point vital to his future 
plans — " I guess brother Sergius won't be best pleased 
when he learns that his two understudies are old ac- 
quaintances with such a happy memory of marriage 
bells to share." 

He had brought her to her knees at last, and from 
the pallid, Bhrinking creature's tears and supplications, 
confirmed his first surmise — that Vamdyke was igno- 
rant of her marriage, and therefore was unaware of 
his own relationship to Tommy Light 

"For Heaven's sake, Dan, don't let Sergius know 
about US. I am — I am just a little afraid of him," she 



" Don't fash yourself about that ; when I've paid my 
doctor's fee to the Long Medico by doing what I've got 
to do to-night, I hope never to see or speak to him 
again," said Dan, and catching sight of the wax candle 
on the writing-table, now reduced to about an inch, he 
added, " That reminds me — I'll finish it off now, and 
I don't work before a gallery," 

He pointed significantly to the door, and Ann moved 
perfunctorily towards it. She had given up her secret 
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— the cherislied secret that had enabled her to live in 
comfort — but she had a parting arrow in her quiver, 
designed to make that secret still secnre. For it was 
no part of her pn^anune to have her peace disturbed 
by this earnest parent of her child if she could help it 

" I will go, but not until I know how we stand," she 
eaid. " Do you intend to give me away to the Pen- 
treaths i " 

Daniel shrugged his shoulders with infinite scorn. 
*' I don't care enough about you one way or the other to 
do that — especially ae to split on you would be to split on 
myself," he replied. " No, you can remain in your 
position of trust for aught I shall do. But I am going to 
claim the nipper." 

" You had better not claim him in Gwynant, then," 
hissed Ann, loosing her shaft. " If you stay here mess- 
ing about after the boy, you'll be spotted to a certainty. 
Mr. Conyers, the barrister who defended you at the 
trial, is a friend of the family. He has come down 
for Sir Michael's funeral, and is staying in the 
house." 

For a moment it seemed that the shot had struck 
home. Daniel started and fell back a pace, casting an 
involuntary glance at the ceiling, as though he expected 
Austin Conyers to suddenly appear by that route from 
his bedroom. But the bui^lar's consternation was 
short-lived; a sly smile spread over his face, and he 
pointed once more to the door. 

" Thanks ; it's as well to be posted up about old 
friends," he said enigmatically. But Conyers ain't the 
chap to round on one over a job that he was well paid 
for. Now, if you will kindly step outside, ni put 
brother Sergius' little affair through the mill." 

Striving, but failing, to read the reason for his swift 
change of manner, Aim withdrew and waited in the 
dark passage while Daniel plied his trade in the library. 
A past master of his craft, it took him but a short ten 
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minutes to effect his purpose, and Ann, who knew what 
that purpose was, was not surprised when he emerged 
as apparently unburdened as he had been when be 
entered the room. Not even the massive silver can- 
delabra from the mantelpiece were there to hamper his 
departure. 

" I am to fasten the window after you are gone," was 
Ann's explanation, as another of Daniel's silent matches 
disclosed her presence in the passage. 

" Right yon are," was all be said, and swinging him- 
self on to the sill, he had vanished before Ann bad real- 
ised that this strange meeting between husband and 
wife had come to an end. There being none of that 
mysterious motive power called sentiment in her com- 
position, her one feeling was that of intense relief. It 
might all have been so much worse, and now, so far as 
she could foresee, the only upshot of Dan's visit to 
Qwynant would be that Tommy would disappear from 
her life. Well, that wouldn't trouble her much, since 
her only object in bringing hiin to the village had been 
to more securely conceal her motherhood. Thus mus- 
ing, she softly closed the window, adjusted the catch, 
and crept upstairs to bed. 

Excepting an inch off the wax candle in the library, 
there was no outward and visible sign that Pentreath 
Castle had been the scene of a marauding expedition 
by one of the most daring customers of the " Three Fid- 
dlers." 

In the meanwhile Dan Light flitted through the gar- 
dens and the park, taking all due precautions, but filled 
with a brimming joy at the unexpected turn that kind 
Fortune had done him that night. Many a time be bad 
quitted the sJene of a burglary heavily laden with plim- 
der, but never with so much satisfaction as nov!, when, 
with nothing to show for his prowess, he had yet gained 
what was more precious to him than a sack full of 
jewels — news of " the nipper." 
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At the confines of the park he climbed the fence, and, 
dropping on to the moor at a flpot not far from th« 
■western gate, drew his hag from under a furze-bush. 
Varndyke had instructed him not to return to his lodg- 
ings at the poeboffice, but, after performing hia task, 
to lurk abont on the moor till it should be time to catch 
the first train back to London. Only too eager to be 
done with the dreaded Long Medico, Daniel had readily 
consented to the arrangement ; but now all was changed. 
The last thing he dreamed of was leaving Qwynant till 
he had seen his Tommy, and not then unless Tommy 
went too. 

Dan chuckled as he went swinging across the moor, 
taking what he judged to be the shortest cut to the beach. 
His wife, while holding up the presence of Austin Con- 
yers aa a hogej to frighten him away, bad also fur- 
nished him with a solid reason for being able to meet 
that astute barrister without embarrassment There was 
no need for excuses or plausible pretexts. If seen by 
Mr. Conyers and questioned by him, he would tell him 
the real truth — that he was in Gwynant because he had 
traced bis missing boy thither. 

" Lucky thing the Long Medico didn't want me to do 
a job that would raise a hue and cry," he muttered, as 
he trudged through tbe heather. " If I had lifted tho 
Castle plate, for instance, I should have bad to make 
myself scarce, willy-nilly. As it is, there ain't been 
no burglary — therefore tfiere ain't no need for the bur- 
glar to get seated." 

He was still grinning at this quaint paradox when he 
came to a gently sloping chine that cut the cliffs and 
formed an approach by a long winding descent to the 
beach. Here the heatber gave place to stunted gorse, 
then to drift sand. Debouching on to the shore in the 
first faint flash of dawn, Dan stood looking about him, 
and descried three or four rude hovels nestling close 
to the cliffs, with a few boats in front drawn up to hi^- 
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water mark. Beyond, the tide was lapping lazily to- 
wardB the fiabing settlement 

Dan was about to throw himself down under the 
ebelter of a boat to wait till sunrise should bring some 
one of whom he could enquire for the Trehenles, when 
his eyes, trained to half-lights, saw a diminutive figure 
come out of the nearest cot and stand gazing seawards. 
Dan coughed to attract attention, and the figure recon- 
noitred slowly towards him. 

" Say, where do the Trehemes hang outt I'm look- 
ing for a kid called Tommy Li^t," said Daniel, his 
heart beating fast as he saw that he was speaking to a 
boy. 

" What cher want Tommy Light for! He's a pal of 
mine," came from the small face peering upwards in the 
semi-darkness. 

" I'm Tommy's father, my man ; when I find him 
he'll have another pal besides you," replied Dan, with a 
lump in hia throat. 

A silence that could be felt on the shore — then the 
question : " Can you climb clifiEs and things, and wrig- 
gle in and outer 'oles i " 

" I don't know much about cliffs, but I can climb the 
tallest house you ever saw, and wriggle in and out of 
windows," said Daniel. 

*' Then you'll do," was the answer. " I'm Tommy 
Li^t meself. Whatever 'ave you been doin' wiv yer- 
self, and 'ow did yer tumble that I was here ? " 

The explanation was necessarily long and laboured, 
for Daniel had to skirt round the borders of veracity. 
But it must have aufficed — to judge by the attitude of 
father and son at the end of the hour that saw the sun 
rise over the eastern sea. The little brown head was 
resting on the shabby tweed shoulder of Daniel's work- 
ing coat 

" So you've got no one that's good to you, sonny ? " 
the burglar was saying. 
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" No one 'ceptin' the debtor's daughter," replied 
Tommy. " She's just a hangel — saved my life when I 
waa bad, she did, and speaks kind always." 

" God bless herl If ever I get a chance 111 do her a 
good turn," exclaimed Daniel fervently, little thinking 
that his night's work had doomed Tommy's benefactress 
to much peril and many tears. 
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CHAPTEB XT^- 

THB inSPECTOB BEOinB TO MOTB. 

Bt the moming of Tuesday, which was the day ap- 
poioted for Sir Michael Pentreath's funeral, the village 
of Gwynant was vaguely agitated hy certain myBterious 
rumours that Doctor Learoyd had been somewhat hoety 
in granting a certificate for the deceased baronet's 
burial. 

There was nothing tan^ble or definite said, not even 
the most daring gossip hinting in so many words at foul 
play, accident, or negligence. In fact^ there were more 
no<b and winks and head-ahakings than tongue-play 
over the matter. For aU that, the spectre of scan- 
dal had troubled the face of the waters, though scarcely 
more than a ripple was as yet discernible on the usually 
placid surface. 

The origin of this uneasiness was veiled in deepest 
obscurity. It could be traced to no one of those who 
might be supposed to have a special knowledge of the 
factd, nor were those irresponsible quidnuncs who had 
reduced the study of other folks' business to a fine art 
able to throw any light on it. The thing was in the air, 
and there for the present it bung suspended, brooding 
and spreading — imperceptibly. 

As is customary in such cases, the persons most con- 
cerned were the last whom the rumours reached. The 
family at the Castle, preparing to render the final act of 
homage to the late head of Uie house, were all uncon- 
scious of the mysterious whispers prevalent in the bar 
of the " Pentreath Arms." Doctor Learoyd, fortifying 
hims^ for the ordeal of the funeral with a secret nip, 
08 
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had beard nothing of his profeaaional conduct being 
impogned. And Helen, with far more cause to dread 
the t^eatb of scandal, was wondering, as she had won- 
dsTftd erei since ihe interview on the cliff, interrupted 
by Tommy Li^t, why Vamdyfce had held his hand and 
her father's name was still untarnished. 

From her window under the eaves she watched the 
Doctor, imposing in his suit of immaculate black, stride 
down the garden path on the way to the Castle, where he 
was to join the fimeral cortege. She had been strongly 
tempted to go quietly to the church herself, as a last 
mark of respect to a family that had been very kind to 
her; hut the thought that she was about to deal the 
deadliest blow a woman can deal to the head of that 
family restrained her. She meant to read the burial 
service, and cry over her prayer-book alone, under the 
thatch, instead. 

For the letter, breaking with Harold, was still un- 
written. She had tried to nerve herself to write it, but 
always the pen had failed of its task, and now she knew 
that if it were not written to-day her lover would come 
on the morrow for the ratification of her conditional 
promise. Still she hesitated, for, difficult and painful 
as it would be to dismiss him personally, she could not 
bring herself to strike him down on the day of his 
father's funeral. 

Through a mist of tears she saw an old woman in a 
grey clo^ pass through the garden gate, and shamble 
towards the surgery door. It was Granny Colliver, 
come to replenish her stock of cough lozenges, and 
Granny, being " on the parish," and therefore getting 
her physic gratis, was naturally ten times more exacting 
than any paying patient. As her father was out, and 
she knew the old woman's requirements, Helen ran 
downstairs to attend to her, and ao prevent the recrimi- 
nations that would ensue if she were sent empty away. 

Having filled her box with lozenges, Helen held the 
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door for her to depart, for Granny was not a favourite 
of hers, and she wanted to go bac^ to her room. But 
Mra. Colliver was in no hurry to go. 

" Wonnerf ul things they be saying up street," she he- 
gan, baring her toothless gums in a fruitless attempt to 
look affable, and so invite confidence. " Wonnerful 
things about old Sir Michael up at the Castle." 

" What things ? " was all ^len could falter as she 
strove to keep the colour from leaving her cheeks. It 
was descending — she recognised at once — the sword that 
had been hanging over her. The thread was to be cut 
by this looee-Iipped hag, who, in spite of her repulsive 
appearance and evil tongue, generally contrived to learn 
the earliest bits of news — especially the had news. 

"What things?" Granny Colliver repeated with a 
fine scorn. " Never see such goings on in my life, I 
didn't. It seems something queer about Sir Michael's 
death be known, but every one be afeared to speak out 
along of they Pentreaths being big folk. One law for 
the rich, and another for the poor, I always did say." 

" But — but there must be some foolish mistake," 
stammered Helen. " You shouldn't listen to all the 
gossip you hear, Mrs. Colliver." 

The old woman spat on the doorstep and leered malev- 
olently at the trim figure in the serge skirt and cotton 
blouse. *' 'Tain't likely you'd have it — not at any 
price," she sniggered. " You as is as thick as thieves 
at the Castle, and meeting the heir at the station so soft 
and cooing. Besides, in one thing these yere blow-hot- 
and-colds is all agreed — if Sir Michael didn't die fair 
your father's to blame." 

" Good-day, Mrs. Colliver; I am afraid that you're in 
a very uncharitable frame of mind," said Helen, shut- 
ting the door in the scandalmonger's face with a brave 
show of indignation. But the moment the hateful visage 
was out of view she went upstairs to her room and me- 
chanically took out her writing materials. There was no 
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more thought of following the funeral service in her 
prayer-book. The position had to he faced without 
further shrinking. She was seized with a feverish 
haate to break with Harold before it was too late. If she 
let it go on an hoar longer, she told herself, she would 
be open to the reproach of having encouraged the ad- 
vances of the son of the man slain hy her father's; fault. 

She did not care what the people of the village might 
say or think. In the greater disgrace that seemed im- 
minent it would matter little that the ill-disposed should 
credit her with a vulgar desire to become " My Lady " 
at such a cost to her conscience. But it mattered much 
what Harold might think, and without delay she must 
prevent his holding that opinion of her. 

So she sat down and wrote : 

" Dbab Sts Habou), — ^As a man of the world, yon 
will readily admit the privilege which every woman 
possesses bb her natural birthright — that of changing 
her mind. After thinking matters over seriously, I 
have come to the conclusion that neither your happiness 
nor mine would be advanced by pursuing the subject 
of our conversation the other day. I must, therefore, 
b^ of you not to trouble to pay me tJie visit which you 
mentioned in your note of last Friday. It could lead to 
nothing but mutual recriminations, my decision being 
firmly taken and quite final. 

" Tours sincerely, 

" Helen Leabotd." 

Flippantly cold and heartless words to address to the 
man she loved, but they were chosen with deliberate 
design, and all their weeping writer could hope for was 
that when the storm broke over her father's head Harold 
would understand. 

Having sealed this fateful missive, she gave herself 
no time for repentance, but despatched one of tbe maids 
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with it tA the Caatle, inBtructing her to ask that it mi^t 
be delivered to Sir Harold at the earliest opportunity. 

That opportunity, however, did not come till about 
two hours later, for on Harold's return from the funeral 
the baronet's will bad to be read by the family solicitor 
— a solemn function which the butler did not dare dis- 
turb by handing notes to his master. Then there were 
various friends and relatives who had come from a dis- 
tance to be said good-bye to, so that it was quite late in 
the afternoon when Harold found himself alone with 
Austin Conyers in the library. 

" You have had a trying day," said Austin, noticing 
that his future brother-in-law looked pale and tired as 
he flung himself into an easy chair. " A good strong 
smoke ia what I should recommend." 

" A sensible idea," Harold replied, producing a bunch 
of keys and passing them to Conyers. " As you happen 
to be sitting in front of it, open the top left-hand drawer 
in the pedestal table and hook out a box of cigars you'll 
find there. They are some special Dindiguls tbat I 
brought home from Indie, and I haven't tried them 
yet" 

Austin inserted the key that Harold had separated 
from the others, and uttered an exclamation of surprise. 
" Here are tbe cigars," he said, as he pulled the drawer 
open, " but you have been more confiding than yon 
thought you were. The drawer wasn't locked." 

" Really ! " replied Harold listlessly. " I could have 
sworn that I locked it on Sunday afternoon when I 
stowed the box away there, but very possibly I didn't. 
Well, Seppings, what is it ? " 

" A note for you. Sir Harold — brought by Doctor 
Learoyd's maid," said the butler, who bad entered. 
And he presented Helen's letter on a salver and retired. 

During the next minute Austin Conyers, whose study 
of the human countenance under tiding circumstancea 
was part and parcel of his special hobby, bad a new and 
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nnique experience. Never before had be seen such a 
rapid tranBition from eager joy to the abyss of hopeless 
despair. Harold Fentreath's emotion was bo painfully 
marked that it wottld have been affectation to ignore it. 

"The matter*" repeated Harold, in reply to Aufl- 
tin'a anxious question. " She — Helen Learoyd — has 
chucked me, that's all. Changed her mind, sbe saya, 
and signs herself ' Tours sincerely ' after — well, after 

telling me five days ago that What is it now, Sep- 

pingsi" 

For the butler bad re-entered, and was standing in 
the doorway trying to look unconscious of the almost 
hysterical laughter with which his master was punctuat- 
ing his sentences. " Inspector Portman, of the county 
police, would like to have a word with you, Sir Harold, 
if you could spare him five minutes," said Seppings. 
" He let drop that it was rather urgent." 

" Better see him," interposed Conyers shortly, as he 
saw that Harold was about to decline the inspector's re- 
quest angrily. 

In the last few days the new baronet had formed a 
hi^ opinion of the young barrister's worldly wisdom — 
had, indeed, foimd his advice so sound on certain press- 
ing legal matters that he had come to rely on him in 
small ^ings. He yielded now, with the result that Mr. 
Inspector Portman was shown in. 

The Inspector was a sharp man and a hard one. 
Though he knew his interest better than to show it, be 
cherished a chronic antipathy, scarcely to be called a 
hatred, for the Pentreath family, by reason of his father, 
who had been a tenant farmer on the estate, having 
been given notice to quit for non-payment of rent. This 
had happened years ago, when he had been a mere lad, 
bnt the memory still rankled. 

There was no sign of this undercurrent in the respect- 
ful demeanour of the lean, alert, middle-aged man who 
took three paces into the room, and came to a halt Mr. 
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Portman's grizzled moustaclie and 'well-trimmed goatee 
beard covered a mouth that was like a rat-trap for firm- 
ness; but bis ejes, which could not be so concealed, were 
even more puzzling than the hidden feature to Austin 
Conyers, as he sat and watched the man with a laziness 
that veiled a very real interest. The eyes were of the 
" fixed star " description. They were the exact reverse 
of " shifty," though obtaining the same advantage by 
other means. They seemed to focus the whole room 
like a wide-angle lens, and without apparent movement 
to be looking at you, after the fashion of a well-painted 
portrait, whatever position you might take up. 

" I thought it my duty to look in, Sir Harold, reluc- 
tantly on such a sad day, to ask if you have heard of the 
rumours that are flying about — unfounded, doubtless, 
but nasty, very nasty," he began, 

Harold, with all his thoughts on Helen, rose heavily 
from his chair. " What have they dared to insinuate ! " 
he burst out 

" Oh, nothing definite ; it's very hard to pin them to 
anything. But there is a lot of talk — mostly, I admit, 
in the bar of the ' Pentreath Arms,' " said the inspector 
suavely. 

" Then, though I don't see what you've got to do with 
it, you can tell them from me that they've got hold of a 
mare's nest," cried Harold hotly. " Miss Learoyd 
won't have me at any price. See ! here's her letter." 

" My dear boy t " said Austin soothingly. 

" It's nothing of that sort. Sir Harold," said the In- 
spector, waving the letter aside. " The idea has got 
abroad that Sir Michael died by poison I " 
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THE BBEACH WIDBITB. 

The two gentlemen received Inspector Portman'a 
atatement in very different ways. Harold Pentreath 
started back as though some one had hit him a heavy 
blow on the cheet, and then broke into a flood of abnse — 
first against the rillagers, and secondly against the In- 
bpector himself for bringing him such a cock-and-bull 
story. 

Austin Conyers did not even change the easy attitude 
in which he was lounging in his chair, and, except that 
the pupils of his eteel-grey eyes dilated strangely, his 
boyish face showed no emotion whatever. He just sat 
and watched the equally impassive police-officer stand 
fire under the tirade from Harold's tongue. 

*' Poison ? " exclaimed the new owner of Pentreath 
Castle, in conclusion. " And who, pray, is supposed to 
have murdered Sir Michael — my mother, my sister 
Gwen, or myself t " 

Mr. Portman, who had listened not without a certain 
dignity, shrugged his shoulders in deprecation. 
" Eeally, Sir Harold, you make too much of the mat- 
ter," he said. " Ko one, so far as I have heard, has 
breathed such a word as murder— certainly not in con- 
junction with any name or names. I should imagine 
the impression to be that an accident occurred with the 
medieine, or something of the kind." 

The Inspector's tone was conciliatory, almost apolo- 
getic. But there was something in it that kept Austin's 
steady gaze on him, unobtrusively vigilant 

" Hang their impressions I " Harold broke out, in no 
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way mollified. " What right have they to form im- 
pnesions when my father's death was certified by his 
own medical attendant, Doctor Learoyd, as due to 
chronic heart disease ? It is preposterous — an outrage 
— and I am surprised that you should lend yourself to 
it, Portman. Come, manl You must have some sort 
of an axe of your own to grind. What object had yoa 
in coming here with this pack of nonsense ? " 

The Inspector cleared his throat, and Austin Conyers 
leaned forward almost imperceptibly. 

" I make every allowance for your annoyance, Sit 
Harold, but when you are on the Bench, as your 
honoured father was, you will find no trace in my record 
of private axes," replied Mr. Portman with mild re- 
proof. 

Austin sat a little further forward. " The fellow is 
sparring for wind," he muttered to himself. 

" Well, I've known you ever since I was a boy, and 
I don't want to hurt your feelings, Portman. Tell me 
just what it is you want," Harold persisted, but more 
gently. 

The Inspector cleared his throat again ; his brick-red 
neck swelled against the ti^t collar of his blue coat. 
" It occurred to me," he said, " that it would be but fair 
to apprise you of what was being rumoured, so that yoa 
might have an opportunity, if you chose, of rebutting 
it" 

"Bebutdng itf How could I knock sense into a 
parcel of fools, even if it were worth my while to try ? " 
said Harold, frowning again. 

" I was wondering," the Inspector proceeded calmly, 
" whether for the s^e of disposing of these ridiculous 
assertions once for all you would care to have an autopsy 
made, even at this late stage. The remains have been 
placed, I understand, in the family vault; so that there 
would be none of the unpleasantness of opening an 
ordinary grave, and " 
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He paused abruptlj, checked by no fresh OQtlnirst, 
but hy a morement far more eloquent than a renewal of 
anger. Harold resumed bis seat with a smile and a 
gesture for Austin that openly implied that the; were in 
the presence of a lunatic 

" If I were you I should go home and take a long 
sleep, Portman," said the baronet in a tone of contemp- 
tuous toleration. " I took you aeriously at first, but 
really, this would be too funny if it happened to any one 
else- You must be very far gone to come to a man 
within two hours of bis father's funeral and propose to 
exhume the body on the strength of public-house chatter. 
Good-day to you, and the next time we meet, if you 
are worth your salt, you'll own up that you were 
not quite yourself ttwiay. You won't find me vindic- 
tive." 

Without a word the Insector accepted his dismissal, 
and the refusal of his suggestion. He bowed and re- 
tired, his comprehensive gaze, as be stepped backwards 
nimbly for the first few paces on his way to the door, 
taking in everything in the room without appearing to 
linger on anything in particular — not even on the 
drawer which Austin Conyera had not closed after 
drawing out the box of cigara. 

Austin was the first to speak after the door had closed 
on him, and what be said rather clashed with Harold's 
present sentiments. 

" That is a clever fellow for a provincial policeman," 
was the verdict of the experienced barrister. 

" Clever ! " Harold growled. " I should call him a 
double-dyed jackass." 

" So clever that I propose to stroll out and see if he 
foregathers with any one after his interview with you," 
persisted Austin quietly, rieiug from his chair, and slip- 
ping from the room after a moment's pause at the door 
to listen if the coast was clear. 

As soon as he was left to himself Harold's mind re- 
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verted to Helen's letter. He had only jnst bent before 
the shock when the visit of Inspector Fortman had tem- 
porarily turned his thoughts into another channel ; but 
now the bitterness of being, without rhyme or reason, 
cast ofE by the girl whose heart he believed himself to 
have won recurred with double force. Possibly it took 
a darker shade because, in contrast with what he re- 
garded as the dull farce of the Inspector's visit, the con- 
duct of his sweetheart seemed veriest tragedy. 

But suddenly, as he speculated on the cause of 
Helen's change towards him, he started up and began 
to pace the room in deep agitation. The farce and the 
tragedy had no separate existence ; they were hut suc- 
ceeding acts in the same drama. Helen, he told him- 
self, had heard the lying slanders referred to by Fort- 
man, and, in the belief that trouble vague and myste- 
rious was coming on the house of Fentreath, would have 
none of him. 

Such was the reason, being unable to think of any 
other, which be assigned to ibe action of the unhappy 
girl at that minute crying her eyes out a mile and a half 
away. And, as we know, by the irony of fate his sur- 
mise was literally correct. The letter had been written 
on the strength of those rumours, though from quite a 
different point of view from that presumed lny 
Harold. 

He flung himself into the revolving chair before his 
writing table, and laughed aloud — a hard, mirth- 
less laugh — as he drew a sheet of notepaper towards 
him. 

" Did you call, sir ? " purred a soft voice behind him. 

Wheeling round he saw Ann Watson, demurely trim 
in cap and apron, standing at the door with her hand on 
the handle. 

" No, I didn't. What do you mean by coming in 
without knocking t " Harold demanded sharply. 

"I am very sorry, Sir Harold, but I was passing 
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along the corridor, and thought I beard joQ call. I 
ehoald not have entered without knocking if I hadn't 
believed that you expected some one to come in in an- 
swer to your aummons," replied the parlour-uiaid 
reBpectfuUy. 

To Harold, mindful and ashamed of that uncanny 
peal of laughter, which might well have been mistaken 
for a call or anything else, the explanation was satis- 
factory. He hastened to make amends for his rough 



" Oh, that's all right," he said. " I didn't call, hut 
I dare say I was reading aloud to myself or some- 
thing. Will you come hack in a quarter of an hour ? 
I shall have a note to be sent up to Doctor Learoyd's. 
Ask Perkins to saddle a horse and he ready to ride over 
with it, please," 

" Tea, Sir Harold," was the smooth-spoken reply, and 
Ann glided gracefully out — not to obey her master's be- 
hest, but to moimt to her own bedroom, where she 
lighted a spirit lamp, and filling the kettle pertaining 
to it from the washstand, set it on to boil. 

" Sergius thinks of everything," she muttered. "The 
library sealing-wax went down the well yesterday at his 
su^^Btion, and I don't think there is any other in the 
house. At any rate, he won't worry my lady for any 
80 soon after the funeral." 

In the meanwhile Harold wrote his letter. At no 
time was composition bis strong point, and just now he 
was smarting under a fancied injury. His pen travelled 
over the thick, crested notepaper quickly, but soon 
stopped, for in hie present mood he could not bring him- 
self to add the few softening words which, if his justifi- 
cation for the letter had been as complete aa he im- 
agined, would have been but common courtesy. He 
was very angry — this young soldier whose life so far 
had known no crumple in the roseleaf of success — and 
liis wrath wa9 cumulative. If it had not been for bis 
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irritation at Inspector Portman's call, possibly he would 
have adopted a milder tone. He wrote : 

" Deab Mmb Leaeotd, — I am grieved by your letter 
of today's date, but being able to guese at the reason for 
it, perhaps I ought not to be surprised. The course you 
have taken was quite unnecessary, but I accept your 
decision as final. 

" Yours sincerely, 

" Habold Pehtbeath." 

He searched in the tray for sealing-wax, but finding 
none, he fastened the envelope in the ordinary way, re- 
flecting that Perkins, who was to take the letter, was 
above suspicion. But unfortunately there was an in- 
terval between its leaving his bands and reaching those 
of the faithful groom. It was only after she returned 
to the library for the letter that Ann warned Perkins to 
be ready to ride to the Doctor's with a note, after which 
she again retired to her bedroom and introduced the 
envelope to the steaming kettle. 

A copy of Harold's curt epistle having been duly 
made, the original was banded to Perkins, and a little 
later Ann asked and obtained leave from the house- 
keeper to go out She took her way openly to the post- 
o£Bce, and having purchased some stamps from Mrs. 
Palsey, suddenly reeled and staggered against the 
counter. 

" I feel faint Is — ^is tbe Doctor's assistant in ? " she 
gasped. 

" I will see," said tbe post-mistress in alarm, and she 
rushed into her private dwelling-house, to return almost 
immediately mih her lodger. 

Vamdyke was sympathetic, but austerely pro- 
fessional, in manner. He raised the patient's head and 
felt her pulse while Mrs. Palsey looked on in an ecstasy 
of enjoyment It would be " a spicy bit " to tell h^ 
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CToniea how Sir Michael's favourite attendant had 
fainted in the post-office while buying stamps. Worry, 
no doubt, was at the bottom of the poor thing's weak- 
ness, caused by " those mysterious goings-on." 

But Vamdyke's diagnosis of the case shattered Mrs. 
False/s vision of adding to the ball she had set rolling. 

" There's nothing much the matter," he pronounced. 
" She has walked too fast after a full meal — high tea in 
the servants' hall, no doubt If you will come into my 
room I will give you a draught which will set you right 
in a minute," he added, addressing Ann. 

She got up and allowed him to assist her into the 
parlour which he occupied, but when he bad shut the 
door she stood erect and faced him, wincing a little from 
the scowl that creased his hairless brows. 

" I told yon only to do this as a last resort! " he said. 
" What has happened i " 

" This," she answered, producing her copy of Har- 
old's letter to Helen. 

Vamdyke read it with a clearing brow. " Tou did 
right," he said. " I can strike at them now. Any 
oti^er developments ? " 

" Fortman called after the funeral, and was with Sir 
Harold for twenty minutes. I could not hear what 
passed; there were too many up and down the corri- 
dor." 

" I can guess, though," Vamdyke mused aloud. 
" The Inspector is growing excited about Mrs. Palaey'a 
crop of rumours, and went to pump the honourable 
baronet about them. If that is so, he probably got sent 
away with a flea in his ear, which will suit my pro- 
gramme excellently. It will be a set-off against Dan'a 
idiotic course of procedure." 

"What's thati" asked Ann sharply, and then checked 
herself, remembering that her relationship to the bur- 
glar was not known to her brother, and that she dared 
not tell him of it. Mr. Sergius Vamdyke's displeasure 
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was not to be lightlj braved, ond if he learned that she 
was hampered with an ex-convict, his wrath might crys- 
tallise into something harder than words. She guessed 
shrewdly that her husband had been tool rather than 
accompUoo in Mb midnight enterprise at the Oaatle. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

BBOnOHT TO BAT. 

Tabndtxe scathed liia sister mth a baleful glance, 
but ahe bad masked her face in time to allay suspicion. 
" I had forgotten that I had mentioned to you that Dan 
was the name of the imbecile whom I employed the 
other night," he said. 

"You didn't. That's why I asked 'what's thatt * 
not understanding your meaning," Ann was prompt to 
reply. 

" Well, I don't see why I shouldn't post you up," said 
Vamdyke, after a moment's deliberation. " I may 
need your co-operation in puttii^ a stop on Dan if he 
kicks too far over the traces. By one of those freaks 
of fortune that the cleverest of us cannot foresee, he has 
found a missing son of his here in Gwynant — ^that imp 
of darkness who lives with the Trehemea." 

" Tommy Light? " said Ann innocently. 

" Tommy Light, old Treheme's alleged grandson," 
assented Vamdyke, the qualifying adjective causing a 
tremor to the knees of Tommy's mother. " Now the 
trouble is this," Tommy's unwitting; uncle proceeded: 
" after Dan had performed the little feat of legerde- 
main at the Castle that I required of him, I wanted him 
out of the place. Having discovered his brat, he re- 
fuses to budge, and has taken up his quarters at Tre- 
beme's hut on the beach. Tou might do worse than 
scrape acquaintance with Mr. Daniel Li^t, which it 
appears is his right name, and get him sweet upon you." 

" The — the boy is hand and glove with Miss Lea- 
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royd," faltered Ann, taken aback b; tbis embarrassing 
request. 

" I know all about that," Vamdyke retorted, wonder- 
ing at the hesitation of this usually complacent col- 
league. " It may be necessary on that account to deal 
severely with the rebeUions Dan, and I might have to 
delegate the task to you. My reputation is such that he 
will be on hia guard against me after disobeying my 
orders to go back to London." 

Ann Watson's sombre eyes burned with a sudden fire. 
" Very well, I will make friends with him," ahe said 
decidedly. " And, though you try me rather hig^, I 
will be ready to de{d with him when you give the word." 

" Gfood," said Vamdyke. " And now yon had better 
be off before old Palsey suspects that your f aintness waa 
a ruse." 

When he had shown her out of the private door he 
returned to his sitting-room, and, going to the bureau, 
took out the bottle which had contained Sir Michael 
Fentreath's last sleeping-draught. After holding it up 
to the light, and seeing that there were still sufficient 
dregs in it for analysis, he placed it in his breast pocket 
and went out. 

" Ann was curiously flnrried to-day, promptly as she 
has acted," he said to himself as he turned into the vil- 
lage street. " T wonder if she had an encounter with 
friend Dan, which she has not reported, the other night. 
She quite jumped at the prospect of 'dealing' with him, 
which attitude will suit me well if the fool has to be 
^ven his quietus. And now for my ultimatum to the 
fair Helen." 

With which the coat-skirts went flapping towards the 
Doctor's house half a mile away. 

Helen was in no fit state to receive further ultima- 
tums that day. The one which the groom had just 
brought from Harold had crushed her, and her fatiier 
showed signs of requiring all her attention if she was to 
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prevent him from hopelessly breaking out He had re- 
turned from the funeral in a state of excitement which 
had driven bim to three surreptitious visits to the oel- 
larette already. He had now retired to his bedroom 
to sleep, leaving word that, as he had called on no 
patients that day, Vamdyke had only his own prescrip- 
tions to make up. 

Aware that it was the assistant's time for performing 
this daty in the surgery, Helen thought to avoid him hy 
remaining in her own room — a point of vantage from 
which abe could also keep watch and ward over her 
father in the next room. She had just read Harold's 
curt acceptance of her dismissal for tiie third time, try- 
ing in vain to find some crumb of comfort " between the 
lines " of hie crude sentences, when the garden gate 
clicked, and she saw Vamdyke walking up the path to 
the surgery. 

The sight of the man who shared her secret sent a 
shiver through her frame, and caused her instinctively 
to tear Harold's letter into a hundred pieces. 

" At any rate, that episode shall be sacred from him," 
she munoured, little thinking that not only was her 
trouble due to Vamdyke's knowledge of her affair with 
Harold, but that he had perused a copy of that very 
letter within the hour. 

A quarter of an hour passed, and every minute she 
hoped to see the hated figure of her persecutor leave the 
house on the completion of his dispensing duties. In* 
stead, however, of that welcome sight, she heard a creak 
on the stairs, and the housemaid entered with a folded 
slip of paper. 

" Mr. Vamdyke would be obliged if you would spare 
him five minutes, miss," said the girl. " He asked me 
to say that you would understand if you would kindly 
read that paper." 

" The wrong phial." 

Such were the three words which burned themselves 

c,q,z.<ib, Google 



116 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

like coala «f fire into Helen's brain, telling her that tlie 
reprieve was over, and that the dreadful man below waa 
about to present bis demands — to name the price of bis 
silence. And she dared not refuse the interview. 

" Ask Mr. Vamdfke to step into the dining-room. I 
will come down directly," she said, mastering her voice 
with an effort 

Following almost immediately on to the landing, she 
listened at her father's door, and was reassured by the 
Bounds within that he was sleeping off the effects of his 
extra stimulant Satisfied that he was not likely to 
interrupt, she went downstairs and entered the dining- 
room, where Vamdyke'a long back and sloping shoul- 
ders were outlined against the French window. 

He wheeled round at once and faced her, his sphinx- 
like face showing no trace of emotion; yet somehow 
Helen knew that the crisis bad indeed come, and the 
first words be spoke convinced her that the gage of battle 
was down. 

" I am glad that yon appreciated the significance of 
the password that I sent up to you," be began in 
measured tones. " Passwords given and so readily 
responded to show that the individuals nsing them are 
ranged in the same camp." 

Helen drew herself up haughtily. Her fear of this 
man always changed in his presence to an intense loath- 
ing which gave her courage; she would at least force 
him this time to lay his cards on the table. 

" It would be better if you spoke plainly to me, Mr. 
Vamdyke," she said boldly. " I have had enough of 
innuendos and hints. What is it that you really mean 
— that you really want t " 

Vamdyke placed a chair for her, of which she took no 
notice. He then " countered " by sitting down in it 
himself — a subtle suggestion of mastery. 

" I must ask you to be patient with me while T take 
you at your word," he replied, with an attempt at con* 
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ciliation that sat ill od him. " I came here, Miss 
Learoyd, a wanderer on the earth, and found the place a 
haven of rest — because of you. I loved you almost at 
eight " 

" And I may frankly tell you that I hated you," 
Helen cut him short 

She thought she saw the drift of hia argument She 
had got her back to the wall and meant to fight But 
the feeble show of resistance had no effect whatever, 
except to eliminate the false note of mildness from 
Vamdyke's voice and gesture. 

" I don't think we need enter into your feelings at 
this stage," he went on with a harder intonation. 
" After six months of coldness, almost of studied insult, 
on your part, I became, no matter how, possessed of 
information which enables me ta demand more favour- 
able treatment. You are under the impression that 
you know all the truth, and that you are shielding your 
father. That, I admit^ would give me a pull over you ; 
but, believe me. Miss Learoyd, the case is a good deal 
more complex than that" 

" For heaven's sake come to the point, sir, or I shall 
call my father down and insist on his being present at 
this interview," said Helen, buoyed with ill-founded 
courage. The subtle suggestion that she had been mis- 
taken, and that the secret Vamdjke possessed did not 
concern her father, was accountable for her threat. 
Nothing that this scoundrel could do would matter, she 
argued, so long as he did not lay Sir Michael's death 
at the Doctor's door. 

Vamdyke was not slow to take up the challenge. 
" Here you have it, then, in a nutshell," he hissed. 
" Marry me, and induce your father to give us money to 
start with, and we will leave England at once for 
America, letting this matter of old Pentreath rest where 
it ie. Befuse, and I shall impart my information to 
the police, who are already suspicious, but groping 
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blindly. The result would be an exhumation order, 
and — a sensational murder trial." 

" Murderf " repeated Helen almost banteringly. 
" That is simply ridiculous. You have overshot the 
mark, Mr. Vamdyte, and I can give yon my decision at 
once. I wouldn't marry you, even if your horrible ac- 
cusation were ever likely to come into court, knowing it 
to be utterly false." 

Vamdyke smiled, and slowly withdrew from hia 
pocket Uie bottle that had contained the sleeping- 
draught He held it up to her with fiendish malice. 

" I see you recognise it," he said. " You shrink 
from it, and well you may. Yet your bicycle ride 
through the storm to stop the groom was a piece of mis- 
placed heroism. Your father made no blunder in the 
dispensing. The poison was put into the bottle after it 
reached Vie Castle." 

Helen laughed aloud. She thought she was winning 
all along the line. " By whom ! " she asked mockingly. 

" The poison was added. Miss Learoyd, by Harold 
Pentreath, the new baronet, who had good reason, at 
which you can guess, for wishing his father out of the 
way," returned Vamdyke. " Stay ! " he cried, as she 
stepped backwards towards the door. " His was a 
double treachery : he had schemed to screen himself be- 
hind your father. If there had been a post-mortem, he 
would have accused Doctor Learoyd of bungling the 
medicine." 

Helen came back a pace, her eyes ablaze. " You 
liar I " she cried. 

Vamdyke laughed again — his evil, raucous laugh. 
" You think I cannot prove it ! It is proved already by 
the discovery of the poison in Sir Harold's possession. 
It rests with me to suppress the proof. Now will you 
accept my proposal ? " 

For a moment the room seemed to Helen to swim 
round, but from the wild chaos that enveloped her the 
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girl was quick to extract tbe true horror of the eituation. 
Vamdyke's guns had been double-shotted, and great as 
had been her apprehensions, they had fallen far abort of 
reality. She oouJd only save her lover, whom she knew 
to be innocent, by accusing her father, whom she knew 
to be guilty — not of murder, but of criminal careless- 
ness. 

The villain had got her in tbe toils by forcing on her 
the choice of abandoning to the chances of the law one 
or other of her two loved ones. 

In rapid review she passed Uie circumstances of the 
night of the storm — the night of Sir Michael's death. 
She saw that Vamdyke could not be certain that her 
fadier had dispensed the sleeping draught. His plot 
to coerce her by implicating Harold could only be based 
on surmise that Doctor Learoyd had mixed the medi- 
doe with his own hands. 

In proud defiance she threw up her dainty bead as she 
saw a way out, and took it — desperately. 

" You have indeed driven me into a comer, Mr. Vam- 
dyke, but not the one yon thought," she said. " If you 
accuse Harold Pentreath of killing Sir Michael you ac- 
cuse me. My father was not very well that night I 
allowed him to go to the door to speak to the groom, bat 
— ^but I dispensed the mixture myself I " 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

A LOADED PISTOL. 

Mb. Sebqius Vabndteb sat on the cliff, gazing sea- 
ward, at a spot half-way between the Haunted Tower 
and the place where Tommy Light had interrupted hia 
first menace to Helen Learoyd. From this point it was 
possible to see both the tower and the precipice in which 
was Tommy's hiding-place. Any student of Vamdyke's 
habits, had there been such an one, would have known 
that the locality was much favoured by him. 

Two days had passed since the stormy scene at which 
the " Long Medico " had been repulsed by Helen's chiv- 
alrous confession. He knew as well as she did that it 
was false, but he recognised that for the moment she 
had called check to his game, and that if he pushed her 
too far by openly accusing Harold Pentreath of poison- 
ing Sir Michael, she was quite capable of publicly es- 
Buming the blame. 

In the event of the matter reaching such lengths. 
Doctor Learoyd would, of course, give a denial to hia 
daughter's statement; but all these contradictory side- 
issues would militate against Vamdyke's vengeful proj- 
ect of silencing Harold Pentreath by charging him with 
murder. 

No, Vamdykc had a better scheme than courting 
publicity — one which would bring all these side issues 
into line for his own advantage. It was almost ma> 
tured, except in one or two minor details. 

He quite allowed that Helen had beaten his first 
move, but it was the nature of the man to be stimulated 
by Tebu&. They made him more subtle, more dan- 
120 
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gerous, more determined. He had passed Helen lea- 
royd in the village street that morning, and her calmly 
contemptuous but averted face had set his brain work- 
ing to complete the revision of his plans. 

He had gone straight home to his rooms, and from 
Mrs. Falsey's ancient heirloom, the old oak bureau, had 
extracted a waspish little " bulldog " revolver, which he 
had loaded carefully and placed in his pocket. 

And now, as his unseeing eyes looked down over the 
dancing waves, he unconsciously drew out the weapon 
and toyed with it, fondling the glittering nickel barrel, 
and turning the well-oiled cylinder with practised 
hand. 

" It might pay me to shoot him — in self-defence," 
he muttered. " But, then, there's Helen. I want 
Helen. I want Helen as I never wanted anything be- 
fore. If I have to shoot him, as I may to save my skin, 
ehe will be lost to ma No, I must use this little friend 
to stand him off if be cuts up rough — no more. But 
the problem is to call at the Castle, or wait for a chance 
in tbe open." 

Suddenly, with a final glance at the cylinder, he slid 
the pistil back into bis podtet The problem was solved 
already. The corner of hia ever vigilant eye told him 
that the man he wanted to meet was coming along tiie 
cliff from the direction of the village. With hands 
clasped behind him, and a light cane under bis arm. Sir 
Harold Pentreath was wallong as quickly as the steep 
ascent allowed towards the spot where he lay. 

Doctor Learoyd's shady assistant was the last person 
in the young baronet's thoughts as he trod the springy 
turf of his native downs. The chance meeting with the 
thief of the regimental salt-cellars had been driven clean 
out of his mind by the events of the last week — ^bis 
father's death and Helen's strange fickleness. 

He bad come out for a tramp by the sea to get away 
from hifl women-folk. Lady Pentreath and Gwen were 
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begmning to show, though they had not jet expressed, a 
feminine curiosity as to the reason of his not having 
been near Helen since the fnneraL He had shrunk 
from telling his mother and aieter of the interchange of 
notes, and one of the objects of his solitary walk was to 
decide how best to break to them the news that, after all, 
there was to be no engagement. 

He wanted to do it in such a manner that the blame 
would rest rather on himself than on Helen ; for, hardly 
as he considered that he had been treated, the two days' 
interval had softened hie first anger. He had almost 
persuaded himself to try to see Helen, and press for an 
explanation, so that, if her conduct was really based on 
the village gossip, be might laugh it to scorn. 

Such was his frame of mind when he became con- 
scious of Vamdyke's presence on the cliff. The " Long 
Medico " rose at his approach, and came slowly towards 
him, with the obvious intention of speaking. 

" So you have not cleared out of Qwynant yeti " said 
Harold, wondering at the other's hardihood in putting 
himself in his way. 

" The fortnight is not up. Sir Harold," Vamdyte re- 
plied with an exaggerated air of deference that scarcely 
veiled the mockery beneath. 

Harold Bad forgotten that any date had been speci- 
fied, but he remembered now that he had agreed to a sort 
of truce till the arrival of the brother officer who could 
corroborate his own identification. He remembered 
also that his correspondence that morning had comprised 
a letter from Major Anstruther to the effect that his 
furlough was cancelled, and that he had to remain in 
India for the present 

Well, he reflected, he was hia own master now, end 
there was no longer the reason for holding his hand 
against this scoundrel for fear of involving his father in 
the unpleasantness. Go the fellow should, and at once. 
He did not suppose that the rupture with Helen would 
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^ i hia relations with Doctor Learoyd, but in any 
case a bint to Inspector Portman, if that officer bad 
come to bis senaee, ongbt to make tbe place too bot to 
bold bim. 

" I don't care about your fortnight," he said. " I 
made no promise not t« move till ^en. I mentioned 
that a friend was coming in that time who woold eub- 
etantiate my charge against you, and so save Sir Michael 
from annoyance if you chose to dispute my word. Well, 
my father is dead, and my friend is not coming to 
England yet. I will take the responsibility on my own 
flhoulders, and see yon off by the 3.15 train to-morrow." 

Vamdyke's manner was almost bimible as he listened 
— 80 humble that any one less in earnest than the bonest 
young soldier would have perceived its undisguised 
affectation. 

" The 3 .15, Sir Harold * " be said. " That is a most 
inconvenient train, stopping everywhere. But, of 
course, if yon insist, I have no other course open to me. 
I do not, however, think that you will insist when I have 
made my final appeal to you. You are far too soft- 
hearted." 

" Sof t-bearted be hanged 1 " spluttered Harold in a 
rage. " A gentleman, sir, has no weakness — no open- 
ing for final appeals — when an infernal rascal like yonr- 
oelf is tbe appellant. I give you " 

Vamdyke stopped the tirade with a gesture of hia 
talon-like left band. , His right was, with a rare 
lestraint, fingering the pistol in bis trouser pocket 
" Tbe appeal I alluded to was not on my own behalf," 
he said. " The person who will suffer most, if you in- 
Bist on interfering with me, is Miss Helen Learoyd." 

" Ton hotmd ! " cried Harold. " How dare yon 
mention a lady's name in connection with a sordid affair 
with which she has notiiing to do ? " 

" Oh, hasn't she ! " Vamdyke Bueered, and bis sneer 
waa open now. " Ckinsidering that if you pursue this 
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meddlesome folly towards me she will be arrested for 
your father's murder, she haa a good deal to do with it. 
Stand back, Sir Harold. I am armed, you see." 

For the young man had started forward, his bands 
outBtretcbed to clutch the accuser's throat But with 
the muzzle of the " Long Medico's " revolver grinning 
at him from three paces away, be paused — ^just in time, 
for there was murder in Vamdyke's eyes. For one 
brief moment Harold Pentreath was very near to death, 
for it took all the other's iron will to refrain from rid- 
ding himself of an enemy by a crime which he could 
have justified. 

" Take a lesson from my forbearance. Sir Harold," 
said Vamdyke, with a cool assumption of authority. 
" I could have shot you like a dog and silenced your 
prating insolence for ever, and all the time with the law 
on my side. That should convince you that I am not 
afraid of your threatening revelations, though, as I 
have no desire to be annoyed by them, I am about to 
make a bargain with you. You will best serve Misa 
Learoyd by listening to me." 

" Go on, then," said Harold sullenly. 

Vamdyke changed his position slightly, moving away 
from the edge of the cliff, and then proceeded. " From 
certain indications in Doctor Learoyd's surgery, to 
which I have access as his assistant, I had reason to sus- 
pect that Sir Michael's death was not due to natural 
causes, but to the addition to bis sleeping-draught of a 
powerful poison — the same which, in minute doses, he 
had been taking as a medicine for his heart. On the 
day of the funeral I imparted that suspicion to Miss 
Learoyd, when she at once became agitated, and con- 
fessed that she herself bad dispensed the sleeping- 
draught, purposely adding the poison because she be- 
lieved Sir Michael to be opposing, or likely to oppose, 
your marriage with her." 

The lying words, slowly spoken, dropped like beads 
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of molten lead into Harold's brain. On the slender 
base of poor Helen's venial, self-sacrificing falsehood, 
wrung from her as a last resource, Vamdyke was rear- 
ing a monstrous fabric which was to fall and crush her 
in the ruins. The pity of it was that Harold and Helen, 
each in their own blundering fashion, were playing 
against an opponent using cogged dice, and well served 
by that ingenious traitress. Miss Ann Watson. Vam- 
dyke, by his secret information, knew exactly the points 
of view from which the separated lovers regarded the 
aituation. 

And Harold Pentreath's point of view, manufactured 
as it was by his wily antagonist to suit his own ends, 
yielded only an outlook of unspeakable horror. It all 
seemed to €t in with what had happened already. Vam- 
dyke had alluded to " the day of the funeral " as the 
date of Helen's confession, artfully suppressing the 
hour at which it had been made, and magnifying its 
significance. Harold's natural deduction was that the 
letter she had written him breaking off relations had 
been penned afier she knew that Vamdyke had her in 
his power, and as a consequence of that knowledge. 

He did not — could not believe her accusation of her- 
self. Indeed, even then, with the seagulls shrieking 
below the cliff brink, and rendering thought well-nigh 
impossible, it dawned on him that Helen's confession 
might have been made to shield her father from the eon- 
sequences of a fatal mistake. But he also saw that the 
scoundrel facing him was not to be denied — that he 
would make full use of the lever he held. 

" Well, sir, what is your proposal ? " Harold asked 
in a curt manner. 

" Simply that you drop your unwarranted interfer- 
ence with me, in return for which I hold my tongue 
about Miss Learoyd's admission," replied Vamdyke, 
lowering his revolver as he reed consent in his enemy's 
eye. 
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" So let it be," said Harold, and turning lie walked 
away along the cliff path, wondering if be was the same 
nutn who had won bis V. C. in a wild chai^ against tbe 
bill tribesmen a year ago. 

But OS the dazed feeling wore off bis conscience told 
bim that he bad no reason to blush for bis manbood. 
To have rushed in on Vamdyke unarmed would have 
been to court certain death, and Helen would have been 
involved in the trouble that would have followed. 

" There is one ray of hope," he said t» himself. " It 
would be the height of folly to take that villain's word 
for granted. I must see Helen at once, and try and 
induce her to unburden her mind. Even if the worst 
were true, which thank Qod is impossible, she should 
know that from me at least, she has nothing but mercy 
to expect." 

But when a little later he presented himself at the 
Doctor's house, it was to be told that Miss Learoyd had 
a headache and could not see him. 

And 90 it waa on the next day — and on the next after 
thaL 
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CHAPTER XVin. 

DAN WATCHES THE TIDE COMB IS. 

Me. Bahiel Light had an easy matter to perauade 
old Tom Treheme and his wizened crone of a wife to 
make room for him in their htit on the beach. As he 
was well provided with money, and was liberally in- 
clined, the ancient couple asked no questions as to how 
he had traced Tommy to their weather-beaten abode. 

At the same time they were true to their trust, and, 
probably from motives of self-interest, said nothing to 
him about the smart parlour-maid at the Castle who had 
confided the boy to their care. He might or might not 
know all about it, but after the furtive fashion of their 
class, they did not enlighten him. Ann Watson had 
been a good and fairly regular paymistress for some 
years, and they did not mean to lall the goose that had 
laid so many golden e^;s on the chance that the amiable 
Mr. Light would take her place. 

As for Dan, he was in the seventh heaven over his 
discovery of " the nipper," and after some days in that 
engaging youngster's society had ceased to be angry with 
the faithless woman who had caused him so much an- 
guish. If he ever thought of her at all it was almost 
kindly — as the means of having given him bis present 
happiness. It was not in his nature to remember that 
she had only yielded up information of the boy's where- 
abouts under the pressure of his hand on her throat. 

All day long father and son lazed about the shore, or 

roamed the cliiF paths, making friends rapidly with each 

other. Tommy's round little cranium must have had 

the bump of filial piety strongly developed, for he took 

1S7 



138 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

to the ex-eonviet from the first, and accepted their re- 
lationahip as a matter of course. Dan wanted to remove 
him to London, but to that Tommy objected strongly, 
alleging as hia reason that he couldn't bear to leave " the 
Doctor's gal, what's been so good to me." 

Lying under the lee of Treheme's boat, they were 
threshing the matter out again for the twentieth time 
on the morning after Vamdyke's meeting with Sir 
Harold. Dan had really given up trying to persuade 
the boy, but he had certain professional schemes near 
London marked down for attention in the near future, 
and the Cornish village was an inconvenient head- 
quarters. He knew that he ought to be at the " Three 
Fiddlers," talking business secrets with Mr. Murch, 
but he could not tear himself away from the little brown 
face that nestled up to him. He had over a hun- 
dred pounds in his pocket, and his raid on " The Hol- 
lies " at Edmonton would have to wait till that was gone 
— unless Tommy would consent to go with him. 

" No, yer can arst me to do most anyfink, but not to 
go away from Miss Learoyd," persisted the lad. " Not 
but what I might go a bit later," he added, " after she's 
got another feller to look after her." 

" Oh, so she's got another young man," said Dan, de- 
lighted with the boy's precocity. " You don't seem very 
jealous of him, though. Who might your rival heV 

Tommy rolled over and looked up in his father's face. 
" Tou ain't 'eard ? " he gasped. " Why, there ain't a 
kid of six in Gwynant as don't know that the Capting 
up at the Castle- — Sir 'Arold, they calls 'im now — ia 
Bweet on her, and she on 'im. But there, how should 
you know, being only jest comet WTiy, what's up, 
dad ? " 

For with a muttered oath Dan had risen suddenly to 
hia feet, all the placid contentment gone out of hia face. 

" I must go into the village," he replied. " I want 
to — to see a man." 



DAN WATCHES THE TIDE COME IN. 129 

And, gently declining Tommy's offer to accompany 
him, be strode off along the heacli away from the little 
settlement of fishing huta to where the end of Gwynant 
main street dehouched upon the shore a mile distant. 
A great repentance had seized upon him, due not, it is 
to he feared, to any awakening of conscience, hut to 
r^ret that an act of his should injure the sweetfieart of 
" the nipper's " benefactress. 

The true significance of what he had been asked to do 
at the Castle hy the " Long Medico " had never heen 
explained to him, nor had he ever till now thought of 
it in relation to the victim, regarding it solely as a dis- 
charge of his indebtedness to Vamdyke. But now, with' 
his sympathies quickened on the other side, he hegan to 
see tiie drift of his midnight visit to the library. 
Though still hazy as to the exact import of what he had 
done, he was sharp enough to see that it boded no good 
to Sir Harold Pentreath. 

His goal was the post-ofiSce, and he was fortunate in 
finding Vamdyke in his sitting-room. His reception 
was not cordial. 

" Not gone yet? " was all Vamdyke vouchsafed to 
him, without rising from the table at which he was per- 
using a medical treatise. 

" No, and I'm not going," Dan replied firmly. " I 
mean to stay and set right what I did at Pentreath Cas- 
tle the other night. You'll have to set me another 
job that — ^that doesn't touch me quite so close." 

Vamdyke closed his book, and surveyed the burglar 
critically. " What's wrong, Dan i " he asked without 
his usual harshness. 

" The Doctor's daughter that was kind to my boy is 
spoons on the young fellow at the Castle, and I ain't 
to go and be the means of harming him," was Dan's 
reply. 

Vamdyke laughed tolerantly, and his merriment 
lasted long enough for a review of the situation. " My 
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good Ban," he aaid at last, " if yonr brain was only as 
expert as your jemmy, you would be a mucli more for- 
midable person. Yon Have blundered on jnst enou^^ 
of the truth to inspire you with a wish to defeat your 
own object. You are eager to befriend Miss Learoyd. 
Well, I hold ber confession that she poisoned Sir 
Michael Pentreath." 

" Good lord ! " ejaculated Dan. 

" Yea, and now you know why I gave you that little 



" I'll be shot if I da" 

" To draw a red herring across the path — to bam- 
boozle the police, who are already sniffing a mystery," 
said Vamdyke glibly. " You ask me why. I tell yon 
because I love Miss Learoyd, and no matter what she 
has done, I am willing to marry her. She has already 
broken off with Sir Harold Pentreath, and any annoy- 
ance he may suffer through that little burgle of yours 
will only be temporary. What you did won't hang him 
— as a bit of unsupported evidence." 

" I see," muttered Dan. And he thought he really 
did see — that by tampering with a certain drawer in 
Sir Harold's pedestal table he had done a good turn 
to the girl who had been kind to Tommy. To his crude 
morality it mattered little that the girl had been guilty 
of a heinous crime. He would have preferred that Miss 
Learoyd should have been the angelic ideal bis fancy 
had painted ; but as that could not be — well, she was in 
peril from his chronic foes, the police, and he would let 
his small effort of professional skill take its share in 
shielding her. 

" All right," be said gruffly. " I tnmble to the game 
now. I'll keep a stiff lip." 

But when he was gone, Vamdyke smiled darkly, and 
scribbled six words on a sheet of paper, which he ad- 
dressed to " Miss Ann Watson " at the Castle. It was 
in time to be dropped into the box outside bo as to catch 
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the mid-day delivery of local lettera, which done, he 
retnmed to his medical studiee with renewed zeat 

The missive reached Ann an boar later, a« she was 
sitting down to dinner in the servants' halL She read 
it wi^ a catch in her breath; but knowing that sharp 
ejes were on her, she evinced no ontward sign that she 
was moved by the brief contents. Joining in the gen- 
eral conversation with more than her usual vivacity, 
she son^t the housekeeper at the end of the meal, and 
asked permisaion for " on afternoon off." 

On it being readily granted, for no regular new duties 
had yet been assigned to her, she went up to her room, 
and locked herself in. Her first act was to reduce Vam- 
dyke's communication to ashes, her next to dreaa hei^ 
self in a plain walking coat and skirt of atout serge. . 

" I may get wet myself," she muttered, as she fin- 
ished her preparations by putting on the thickest boots 
in her poasession. 

After consulting a local almanac which informed her 
that the tide would be at high-water mark a little after 
four, she left the mansion, and took her way leisurely 
acroes the moor to the chine leading down to the fishing 
colony. As she emei^d from the ravine on to the 
beach, she looked keenly about her, and a shade of satis- 
faction flitted over her face when she saw that the only 
person visible waa an old man engaged in tarring rope 
in front of one of the huts. 

His eyes, sharp enough for all their rheumy age, 
were quick to perceive her approach and her beckoning 
finger. He left his work, and came crunching over the 
shingle towards her. 

" Tommy's father baa tnmed up," he said, searching 
her with a sly leer, and adding, " but I expect you know 
all about that." 

"Is he int " asked Ann, jerking her thumb at the 
hut 

" Aye, asleep on his bed," replied old Treheme. 
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" And the boy ! " 

" Oh, the Lord alone knows — birds'-neating in the 
Fentreath woods most likely. He went that way." 

Ann considered a moment, then said, " I am going to 
walk along the beach under the cliffs to the westward, 
under the Tower. In five minutes wake your lodger, 
and tell bim where I have gone — that I want to speak 
to him. I don't wish to be seen with bim, here among 
the cottages, jou understand ? " 

There was no payment due for Tommy, but she put 
half a crown into the old man's homy palm, and strolled 
away from the huts to where the cliff b^an immediately 
to shelve upwards from the chine into the stupendous 
wall of granite that culminated in the pinnacle on whicU 
stood the Haunted Tower. 

The coast-line trended outwards from the cove at the 
foot of the chine, so that she was soon out of sight of the 
dwellings. Once round the rocky comet she stopped 
and waited. She was not sure that Dan would come, 
but she thought and hoped that be would. 

Her expectation was fulfilled, for Dan soon appeared, 
not showing much eagerness in his halting steps, yet 
with a certain mild curiosity in his questioning eyes. 

" What's the game ? I thought we'd done with each 
other," he said as he came up. 

The wife laid a well^loved hand on the husband's 
sleeve. She could be very fascinating when she chose, 
could Miss Ann Watson, and she made fine play with 
her eyes as she looked upwards at those puzzled brows. 

" It's the boy — our Tommy," she said. " I couldn't 
rest till I knew what you were going to do with him — 
whether jou were going to take him away. I thought, if 
we walked along the shore together, you could tell me— 
if you would be so kind." 

Dan was touched by her humility and by the common 
bond of interest between them. The woman had treated 
him vilely; but, after all, she was Tommy's mother, 
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and lie had a soft spot in hia heart for anything pertain- 
ing to Tommy. She had turned and reeumed her walk, 
and without thought of refusal Dan walked on at her 
side. 

She led him to talk of Tommy, incidentally leading 
him farther and farther along the lonely stretch of 
heach under the mighty precipice of cliff. The sea- 
Urds were their only witnesses, and Dan, who was a 
landsman to the tips of his clever fingers, did not ob- 
aerro that the strip of shingle hetween the base of the 
cliff wall and the crested breakers was rapidly narrow- 
ing aa the tide came in. 

He told his wife truthfully that he wanted to get back 
to London, but that he would not go without Tommy, 
and that Tommy refused to budge. Ann had heard all 
that before from Vamdyke, as Dan might have guessed 
had he ^ven it a thou^t ; but she showed a motherly 
interest in the news, as thou^ it were fresh to her, and 
expressed the hope that Tommy would stick to his reso- 
lution. 

" I know I haven't been what I ought to him or 
to you," she said plaintively. " But it would break my 
heart not to have the little fellow near." 

From that she got on to hinting that she and he might 
come together again. " Let's sit down," she urged, lay- 
ing a seductive hand on his arm again, " and talk it over 
here." 

*' Here " was a place where the wall of cliff was 
slightly indented almost at its highest point, forming a 
shallow nook in the precipice some forty feet wide. 
Though invisible from these depths, the Haunted Tower 
stood nearly over the spot five hundred feet above. The 
great rollers were tumbling in, well-nigh reaching the 
outer bastions of this miniature bay ; but Dan, having 
entered it dry-foot, paid no heed. He lit his pipe and 
sat down on a barnacled boulder. 

His wife also seated herself — a little behind him — 
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and talked pleos&ntl; of their early married days, throw- 
ing in littlo touches of eentiment tliat required long 
panses. After a longer pause than nsual Dan looked 
round. Ann was nowhere to be seen. The limited rista 
held nothing for bim but tremendous walls of granite 
behind, fallen chunks of rock around him, and in fnmt 
foam-crested waves almost lapping bis feet. 

" By Jingo, but she's done me I " be cried. 

For the tide had engulfed the jutting angles of the 
bight He could not swim a stroke. There was nothing 
for it but to watch the water surge higher and higher, 
bringing slow death to claim bim. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A DATUOHT BPBOTBB. 

Bkfobb the same fresh breeze that was sending the 
xifling tide higher and higher into the rock-bound nook 
nrbere Dan Ligfat was awaiting death, a tiny sail-boat 
made good weather of it a Utde to the westward. 

The crew comisted of Austin Oonyers and Gwen Pen- 
treath, who had been down the coast as far as Mevagis- 
eey and were returning, as an engaged couple should, 
in good humour with Qiemselves, with each other, and 
all the world. 

Austin, having no pressing business in London before 
the next Session at the Old Bailey, had readily con- 
sented to stay on for a few days after Sir HichaePs 
fnneraL He was glad to be able to cheer his little sweet- 
heart, bnt beyond this he was conscious of an attraction 
in the remote Cornish village that was vaguely alluring. 
There was mystery in the air. The apparently insoluble 
always drew him like a magnet, and there were several 
things that he could not solve to his satisfaction just at 
present 

The rejection of Harold Pentreath by Helen Learoyd 
was one of them ; the rumour of foul play in connection 
with the late baronet's death was another ; and he was 
Btill mindful of his encounter with the former client on 
the journey down — the ex-convict who bad avowed his 
desthiation to be South America. 

For the moment, however, in Gwen's sprightly com- 
pany these matters were not in hia mind. What time 
he could spare from tending the sail was needed for 
keeping paoe vith the girVs brisk comments on people 
186 
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and tbingB. One of Miss Fentreath's cbarms was her 
discursiveneBS. She touched the whole gamut of human 
affairs — from the shortcomings of the ricar to the pros- 
pects of the pheasant-shooting — with a loquaci^ that 
waa always eloquent, and generally to the point 

" There is one of our local features," she said, point- 
ing upwards at the grim pile of the " Haunted Tower." 
" You have seen it from the land, I know, hut it is from, 
the sea that its real usefulness comee in. It was built 
to give vessels their bearings for our own little har- 
bour." 

" And in these latter days, when Gwynant is deserted 
by sea-going ships, it is chiefly conspicuous by reason 
of its ghost, I am told," said Austin. 

Gwen made no immediate answer, for she had with 
one hand, the other being occupied with the tiller, un- 
slung her binoculars, and was gazing upwards toward 
the Tower. " The Ghost certainly," she said as she 
passed the glasses to Austin. " I bad always thought 
it walked by ui^t only, but there it is now. Have a 
look, and see what you make of it" 

Austin raised the glasses and took a long look at a 
figure, only just discernible by the naked eye, that ap- 
peared to be hurrying down the mound on which the 
Tower stood. 

" It is a very modem ghost," he said. " A lady gob- 
lin undoubtedly, dressed in a workmanlike coat and 
skirt of dark material. Chiefly noticeable by a 
gliding, feline sort of gait that somehow seems fa- 
miliar." 

" That's queer," replied Gwen. " There isn't a man 
in all the countryside who would dare approach so near 
to the Tower, not to speak of any woman." 

Austin had kept the glasses to his eyes, making a 
slight readjustment of focus. " By Jove, have another 
look I " he exclaimed, returning the binoculars. " Surely 
the ghost bears a striking resemblance to that el^ant 
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parlonr-maid at tbe Castle, who Bometimes answers the 
library bell when the men-aervanta are busy." 

But Gwen was too late for a second attempt at identi- 
fication. A pufF of wind caught the sail at that mo- 
ment, canting the boat over, and by the time it had 
righted itself, the figure had disappeared behind the 
Tower. " It may have been Ann Watson," said Miss 
Pentreath in an unconvinced tone. " I can't say I saw 
the likeness myself. She is not given to country walks, 
either, and is the last person I should have expected to 
see at that weird spot Quite a towny, superior sort 
of woman, don't you know." 

After all, the matter did not seem of much im- 
portance, and, with a suggestion that it might be some 
tourist with a camera, Austin turned his attention to 
sailing the boat. They were nearing the little bight 
below the Tower, and as they came opposite to it, sailing 
parallel with the land, and about two hundred yards 
from it, a hoarse shout came to them across tbe water. 

" There's a man at the foot of the cliff — cut off by 
the tide," cried Gwen. " See, he's beckoning to us for 
help." 

Austin's quick eyes took the position in at a glance. 
It was an ugly place to beach a boat, but the attempt 
would have to be made if the man was not to drown. 
He let tbe sail down with a rattle, and seized the oars. 
Gwen had steered boats in the western seas since she 
was eight, and he had perfect confidence in her. 

" Keep her between those two fangs of rock, and well 
have him out of that in a jiffy," he said. 

And so it came about, thanks to the girl's firm hand 
on the helm and Austin's skilful oarsmanship. Dan, 
with the water running out of his boots, and with an ex- 
pression on his face that was more angry than 
frightened, scrambled into the boat and sat down in the 
bows to keep his dripping garments as far as possible 
from Gwen. When be had recovered his breath, he 
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Taised his head to otter his thanks, and recognind hu 
mole preMrrer, who had recognised him already. 

Austin waa puzzled. The burglar who, he felt sure, 
had Woken his joomej at Plymouth on purpose to elude 
him, showed no sign of confusion. Chi the contrary, 
his sombre mood seemed to pass at once ; he grinned 
with an almost affectionate regard at the man whom he 
had been so anxious to " slip " a week before. 

" To think that it is you, sir! " he exclaimed. " I'd 
rather it was you that pulled me out of that hole than 
any one. You had a go once before, but bad as it was 
it wasn't such a nasty fix as that." 

" And I get no fees this time," Austin responded 
with a quiezical smile. "How did you get there! 
Shipwrecked on the way to South America and swam 
ashore t " 

Dan laughed slyly. " Yon tumbled to that, then ? " 
he chuckled. " I'll tell you how it was, sir. I was com- 
ing to these parts in search of a kid I'd lost, but I 
guessed you'd think it was on a different kind of lay, 
and perhaps hamper me by speaking to the coppers, so 
I pitched yon that yam, and came on by the next 
train." 

" You have found the kid t " said Austin, eyeing him 
steadily. 

" Yes, that's why I don't mind your having spotted 
me," replied Dan, with an air of having furnished ir- 
refutable reasons for his presence in Cornwall, and for 
his complacency under discovery. 

But the rising Old Bailey junior was a difficult man 
to deceive. The story of the miBsing " kid " might be, 
and probably was, true, he told himself. But he was 
not satisfied with Ban's alleged motive for avoiding 
him at Plymouth. It hardly seemed adequate. 

However, a more pressing matter of interest was how 
Dan got into the quandary from which they had rescued 
bim. Questtooed about it, he suddenly grew grave, 
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glancing at Owen uneasily, as though he might have 
confided in Austin alone, but not in a stranger. 

" Ton may say anything hefore thia yoyng lady that 
you would care to say hefore me," Austin reassured 

" Well, it was treachery on the part of a woman, sir 
— my wife, in fact, who tivea hereahonts, and wants to 
be rid of me," replied Dan. And without saying who 
the woman was, he narrated how she had lured him 
along the shore and stolen away, leaving him at the 
place where they had found him, to drown. 

" What about the woman we saw by the Tower! " 
asked Austin, glancing significantly at Gwen. 

" How long ago did your wife leave you t " Gwen 
enquired of Dan. 

" Not more than half an hour," was the reply. 

" And it's ten minutes since we saw the woman on 
the cliff. It ia absolutely impossible that they can be 
the same," said Gwen, pointing to the perpendicular 
wall of granite that rose, grey and majestic, to the 
height of five himdred feet. " Nothing but a fly could 
dimh that sheer precipice, and to have gone hack along 
the shore and up the cliff path would have taken her an 
hour. It's a good five miles round that way." 

" You're right, miss. She couldn't have climbed it. 
The one you saw couldn't have been her," Dan as- 
sented. " 'Tisn't likely I squatted there without ex- 
amining the cliff, and there isn't so much as foothold 
for a seagull — or a burglar." 

Austin Conyers made no remark. He believed Dan's 
story, which, told straightforwardly, had all the sem- 
blance of truth; yet his detective instincts were all 
a-tingle. Mystery was in the air, yet it was all crude 
and undeveloped. There was no dark secret of crime to 
penetrate, for no crime had been committed. The ex- 
oonviet's wife, guilty of murderous intention or not, 
would have a clear answer to any cha^e her husband 
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might bring. She would simply say that she had 8een 
the danger of the rising tide, and had avoided it by 
running round the jutting rocks in time, while he had 
failed to do so. There wasn't evidence against ber to 
hang a cat 

" There are such a lot of little etraws in this idyllic 
Gwynant, but not one of them shows which way the 
wind blows," the young barrister murmured to himself, 
as he took a vicious pull at the main sheet 

" Well, what are you going to do about iti " be asked 
aloud. 

Dan, from bis seat in the bows, glanced past him 
furtively at the fair helmswoman. " You two are 
sweethearts ? " he asked diffidently. 

" We are engaged to be married," Gwen replied with 
mock dignity. She rather liked the gaunt-cheeked man 
whom tbey bad snatched from death, in spite of a sus- 
picion that his previous acquaintance with her lover 
had been " professional." 

" Then here goes," said Dan. " I shouldn't have 
blowed my private biz to gentlefolk if I hadn't wanted 
to ask a favour. I should like my wife to think she's 
done the trick and killed me — so as I can lay quiet and 
get to the bottom of her game. I should be grateful if 
you'd help me by not letting on you've saved rae. I 
can hide in the bottom of the boat, and make my way 
ashore after dark, if you'll permit" 

Austin Conyers pretended to have business with hia 
sail before replying. He wanted time for reflection, 
for he was not sure that the request was one be ought 
to grant. He bad only Dan's word for it — the word of 
a notorious housebreaker — that his motives for desiring 
concealment were as innocent as he represented them. 
Por all he knew he might be conniving at some pro- 
jected crime. 

Yet the glamour of his favourite science of raystery- 
Bolving held him tight, and instinct prompted him to 
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assent. It was one of his pet theories th&t when a num- 
ber of unaccountable things happen in quick succession 
over a limited area, they are part and parcel of the same 
puzzle, and with patience can be made to fit into their 
places. If Dan was a part of the puzzle vaguely de- 
veloping at Gwynant, it would be well to beep him 
under his own hand. 

" What shall you do if I agree to your proposal — stay 
on in the village in hiding^ " he asked. 

" Not likely; it wouldn't be possible in such a little 
place," replied Dan. " I should clear out for London." 

" And take the kid ? " 

" No, he wouldn't come. Besides, I shall want him 
here to keep me posted," said Dan with a cimning leer. 

" Then I'll do what you want on two conditions — that 
you give me the name this boy of yours is known by, 
and your address in London," said Austin decidedly. 

" I can always be heard of at the ' Three Fiddlers,' 
Crump Lane, Bermondsey, and the boy is known as 
Tommy Light. Light is my own proper name and his," 
feplied Dan, proud for once not to have to use an alias. 

Gwen uttered an exclamation. " So Tommy is your 
son, the little pickle I Austin, you must do exactly what 
Mr. Light requires of you." 

Thus it fell out that before they passed the strip of 
beach where was Treheme's habitation Dan lay down 
in the bottom of the boat, and there remained while she 
was navigating the remaining mile to the quay-side. He 
then received the additional concealment of the sail, 
and curled himself up for a long wait till darkness 
should enable him to land unseen. 

" Quite an adventure I " said Gwen, as she set out to 
walk up to the Castle with her lover. 

" The prelude to much more momentous ones, if I 
am not mistaken," was Austin's piquant reply. 

But Gwen, knowing his ways, pressed him no further. 
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ASS Watson's uessaoz. 

DcKiiTG the days following Sir Michael's ftmeral 
when she was refusing to see Harold, Helen Learojd's 
bnrden was almost intolerable. She would have given 
the world to let her lover know of the vile bargain Vam- 
dyke had tried to make with her ; yet she conld not do 
so without inculpating her father — ^unless, indeed, she 
carried out the threat, with which ahe had repulsed the 
enemy, of taking all the blame on her own shoulders. 

To adopt that course she was fully prepared if Vam- 
djke endeavoured to substantiate the insinuations 
against her lover, but she could not face the ordeal till 
it was actually called for to refute a definite charge. 

If she oould have been made aware that her treacher- 
ous persecutor had- himself told Sir Harold of her bo- 
ealW " confession," distorting it for bis own sinister 
ends into a confession of murder, she would probably 
have informed her father of his criminal negligence, 
begging him -to bear the brunt of it 

But that knowledge was not hers, and she debarred 
herself from acquiring it by denying herself to Harold. 
Convinced that Doctor Learoyd alone was responsible 
for the late baronet's death, she dreaded the persuasion 
which she guessed Harold was desirous of bringing to 
bear, resolved as she was not to marry the son of her 
father's victim. 

She could therefore only suffer in sOence, and to a 
certain extent in suspense ; for Vamdyke was not the 
man to accept the check she had administered without 
plotting a counter-move. She dreaded the hours when 
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faia duties brought him to the house, but so far he had 
made no attempt to see or to communicate with her. 

On the day after Austin and Gwen's reacne of Dan 
Light, she was in the garden, tending her flowers in sad 
solitude. She dared not go beyond the pTemiees for 
fear of meeting Harold or Vamdjke in the village, and 
also because it was necessary to keep up the fiction of 
her indisposition with the servants. 

Suddenly, as she was stooping down to tie up a carna- 
tion, she was startled to hear the sound of sobbing close 
behind her. Turning quickly she saw Tommy Light, as 
usual dropped apparently from nowhere, with his dirty 
little knuckles hard jammed into his eyee. 

" Me fawther's lost — or else tired of me. Any way, 
'e's 'ooked it," wailed the boy as soon as he was per- 
ceived. 

Helen, glad in her own distress to have any one to 
comfort, took him in her arms and tried to soothe him. 
She had seen nothing of him for some days, and his 
reference to his " fawther " was Greek to her. 

" Tour father, Tommy," she said. " I did not know 
that your father was alive." 

Then it all came out in a flood of childish prattle mior 
gled with sobs — how a " real London toff " had arrived 
and claimed him as his long-lost son, only to disappear 
yesterday after a few happy days, leaving no trace be- 
hind. 

" He went out for a walk," wailed the boy, " and 
never come back. Old Granfer Treheme says he owes 
him a pound for board and lodgin', but I know that's s 
lie. I seed dad give 'im a couple of quid first day he 
came." 

There was no time for Helen to e3:presfl her surprise 
at this strange tale, for her privacy was again invaded 
by a second visitor. The garden gate was opened 1^ 
Ann Wataon, the superior gentleman's servant all over 
— not in a " Sunday-out " get-up, but quietly dressed in 
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black, as though on her employer's business. At sight 
of the grief-stricken Tommj she drew back a pace, then 
came slowly forward. 

In a few simple words Helen explained the situation, 
the lad breaking into renewed sobs at the narrative, 
while Ann listened with a suggestion of incredulity on 
her well-controlled countenance. 

" Are you quite sure he's not taking yon in, missl " 
&he said. " He's a bit of a limb, I've been told, and I 
never heard that he bad a father." 

" Oh, I don't think Tommy would try to take me in," 
responded Helen gently. " But, anyhow, old Treheme 
will know the rights of it. You wished to speak to 
rae i " she added with unrestrained eagerness, for she 
knew Ann as one of the Castle maid-servants. 

" Alone, miss, if you please," was the significant re- 
joinder, with a glance at Tommy, who, for some reason 
best known to himself, took the hint and made himself 
scarce, without waiting for dismissal. 

" You have a message for me, or perhaps a note! " 
Helen demanded tremulously, as soon as the boy was 
gone. She dreaded an aSSrmative answer, yet vaguely 
yearned for one. Leaving on one side her relations 
with Harold, her friendship with Lady Pentreath and 
Qwen was very precious to her, and there was just the 
chance that in the largeness of their hearts they mi^t 
allow matters to go on as before, so far as they were con- 
cerned. Harold, she was confident, was too chivalrous 
to have painted her conduct blackly to them ; he would 
have invented some excuse for her to his mother and 
sister ; whatever he might think, he would not make her 
out a heartless jilt. 

But no, the self-possessed parlour-maid was not an 
ambassadress from the ladies at the Castle, it seemed. 
Ann's first words thrilled Helen with a conflict of emo- 
tions — anger at this attempt to force her into com- 
munication against her will, a wild hope that after all 
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Harold might have divined her dilemma and decided to 
pardon her father. Though she would still have to re- 
fuse to marry him, she would he able to warn him 
against V&mdjke's machinations. 

" Sir Harold Pentreath sent me, miss, with a message 
for you," said Ann quietly. " He was good enough to 
select me for what he called a delicate mission, hecause 
I was the late barouet's confidential attendant." 

Helen was aware of that fact; moreover, the atatd 
and respectful manner invited trust " Well," she said, 
" what was the message ? " 

Ann coughed slightly, as one who has a difBcalt task 
to perform. " My master was doubtful how you would 
take it, miss, but I was to inform you that a sudden 
reason has arisen why he cannot call here for the present 
again; yet that it is imperative that he should see you 
without delay. He asked me to say that he thought yon 
would understand, and might be willing to help him in a 
very critical emergency." 

Helen jumped at the conclusion. Her lover vras 
being menaced by Vamdyke with the same lying story 
that had been brought to her. How Harold could have 
guessed that she was able to assist him to refute the 
infamous charge she did not clearly see, but doubtless 
while she had been shutting herself up Vamdyke had 
made the counter-move she had been dreading, and 
Harold must have gathered from it that she, too, was 
involved. The schemer must have struck direct at her 
lover instead of at herself — that was all, 

" Yes," she almost panted. " I will see Sir Harold ; 
I think I know what he means." 

" Well, miss, of course I don't," said Ann in the 
matter-of-fact tone she had used all along. " But I was 
to tell you that if you consented to meet him he would be 
on the road by the Haunted Tower to-night at twelve 
o'clock. ' Impress it on Miss Learoyd,' he instructed 
me, ' that we must not be seen together just now, and 
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that tliat is wtiy I have chosen such a time and place.* 
Foi^ve a f aithJFuI old servant of the family, miss, if I 
add my own hmnble appeal that you will grant my 
master's request He has grown so thin and hazard 
during the last few days, and seems terribly worried." 

This spontaneous touch caused Helen's heart to go out 
to ika " faithful servant," and she seized Ann's hand 
and wrung it warmly. " Tell Sir Harold that I will 
keep the appointment," she said. " I do not see how T 
can promise to help him, because I do not know bis 
trouble, but if I can I will." 

The only emotion which the maid permitted herself 
to show was just the decorous eatisfactioa of a successful 
intermediary — ^no more. She was preparing to depart 
when she paused, as though remembering an unimpor- 
tant omission. 

" I was forgetting one small thing," she said. " Sir 
Harold asked me to suggest that it would be better for 
you to come on foot. You are not likely to meet any one 
at that late hour, but if you did, a bicycle would attract 
attention. Walking, it would be easy for you to avoid 
any chance wayfarer." 

" I will certainly come on foot," Helen assented. " I 
should have thought of that myself, tell Sir Harold." 

" I shall give him all your message, miss," replied 
Ann gravely. 

Helen accompanied her to the garden gate, and stood 
watching the graceful figure as it glided up the road. 
She could not see Ann's face, and she was much too 
happy to notice the likeness to a panther's tread in those 
sinuous footsteps. She was far more inclined to think 
of the ladylike parlonr-maid as an angel of mercy just 
then. 

For she could not doubt that the meeting with her 
lover would clear up much that was dark between them, 
even if tJie only result was that they could fight Vam- 
dyke shoulder to shoulder instead of from separate 
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standpoints. The scoundrel, Helen assured herself, 
had relied too much on that separation, but he had over- 
reached himself, and wo\ild now have tiie two of them to 
face. 

What he could have said or done to Harold to make 
the latter think that ahe could help turn it was uaelees to 
speculate on. She would hear that from her lover's 
lips at the' forthcoming meeting under the stars, and she 
rejoiced that if there waa no other way of helping him 
ahe conld still defeat Vamdyke'e lies by assuming the 
blame of having composed the sleeping-drau^t. 

Her father waa not to be reckoned with as a refuter 
of that statement, should she be compelled to make it 
His condition on the fatal night had been such that he 
would remember nothing clearly, and he would accept 
her confesBJon without caviL There was, however, the 
possibility that Vamdyke'a attack on Harold would be 
found to contain some weak spot which united action 
woold penetrate without her having to play the scape- 
goat 

All conjecture was swallowed up in ^e paramount 
fact that she was going to see Harold again — ^to hear his 
dear voice and feel ^e touch of his dear hand. The 
hours dragged slowly, but evening came at last, and with 
it the pleasant assurance that she would be able to leave 
the house without fear of disaster. Her father was 
his own cheery self ; the cellarette had been left severely 
alone. 

" If I could only tell him everything," ahe thought, aa 
the silver-grey head bent affectionately to bestow the 
good-night kiss. But that blow, if it was ever to be 
atmck at all, must not be struck by her. 

One effect of Doctor Learoyd's sobriety waa that 
extra precautions were necessary in going to her mid- 
night rendezvous. He retired at half-past ten, leaving 
her as usual to attend to bolts and bars, but be would 
not be asleep aa soon as sometimes, and she had to go 
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upstairs instead of slipping out without the pretence 
of going to bed, as she bad intended bad the Doctor been 
" muddled." 

It was not till twenty minutes to twelve that ehe 
dared steal down and out through the surgery door, 
comparing the calm stillness with the thunderous tur- 
moil of that other nigbt, ten days ago, when she bad 
bicycled over the same familiar road. 

There was no moon, but the spangle of stars in the 
cloudless summer sky showed objects with fair distinct- 
ness, and when she neared the Hatmted Tower she sbw 
the figure of a man standing at the seaward angle of the 
encircling railings. 

Leaving the moorland road, she began to ascend the 
mound, contrasting her experience of to-night with 
Vamdyke's swift swoop upon her from precisely the 
same spot It was Harold now — not the odious creature 
who had crawled into their lives to ruin their hopes. 
She took out her handkerchief and waved it as she 
motmted the grassy slope. 

And from the dimly seen figure at the summit came 
the answering fiutter of white cambric. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

A QTTESTIOIT OF TOXIOOLOOT. 

Me. Tnbpectoe Pobtmam's headquarters were at St 
Bodwell, a small town four miles inland from Qwynant. 
Here, when not on duty, he was to be found at a semi- 
detached cottage, which was lahelled " Rose Villa," in 
convenient proximi^ to the police-station. 

Though quite a personage in the public life of the 
county, Mr. Portman, between the four walls of his 
modest dwelling, was of no great account. This was by 
reason of there being a Mrs. Portman, who treated the 
active and zealous officer on the time-honoured principle 
of " the grey mare being the best horse in the stable." 

He waa not a man of many confidences or of many 
friends, hut in expansive moments he had been heard to 
complain that " the missis ** kept him under as close 
observation as he himself should accord to a known bad 
character. He was given things to eat that were good 
for him — not those that he liked. The maid-of-all-work 
was selected on account of ugliness approaching physical 
deformity. If he spoke to any one of the opposite sex, 
on duty or otherwise, his wife had to be informed of the 
subject of conversation. In short, Mrs. Portman was 
one of those good ladies who are to their husbands as is 
the harrow to the proverbial toad. 

The cause of all this domestic discipline lay probably 
in the consciousness of her own unattractiveness. She 
was a gaunt-cheeked, sunken-eyed woman, disappointed 
in her hopes of maternity and devoted only to an imag- 
inary ill-health, while she doctored herself with every 
advertised specific. Luckily, she had a private income 
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of forty pounds a year, or poor Portman's salary could 
not possibly have paid for aU the pilla and plaisters 
neceesftry to her happiness. 

She mig^t bare spared herself the additional pangs of 
jealousy, for the Inspector in his way was quite as dry a 
chip as she was in hers. His devotion to dal^, as 
v^pitomised in his own smartness, filled all of his narrow 
eoul but that small part of it that was occupied by bis 
abiding prejudice, necessarily concealed, against the 
family at Fentreath Castle. 

His one grudge against Tate was that his lines were 
cast in a sleepy provincial centre instead of at Scotland 
Yard, where he had no doubt whatever that he would 
have risen to emloence, and long ere this have retired on 
a pension into the realms of " private investigation." 

It is necessary at this point to pay close attention to 
the sequence of events. At five o'clock on the afternoon 
of the day on which Ann Watson had presented herself 
at noon to Helen Learoyd in the garden of the Doctor's 
house at Gwynant, the Inspector and bis wife were 
seated at the tea-table in tlwir house at St. Kodwell. 
Mrs. Fortman was explaining that she had not provided 
hot buttered toast because in the summer it was bad for 
the digestion. 

The Inspector's meek rejoinder was drowned in a 
polite rat-tat at the front door, which was quickly fol- 
lowed by the entry of the household drudge to announce 
that a young lady wished particularly to see the master. 
She had been shown into ihe " best parlour." 

" Well, I never I Of all the brazen hussies " 

Mrs. Portman was beginning, when the Inspector sur- 
prised her into silence with an authoritative gesture. 

" You forget, my love, that the visit is probably on 
official business," he said in a low tone. " I wil! 
just " 

" Not without me," insisted the lady, and, rising, she 
crossed the narrow passage in her husband's wake, and 
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so sailed into the cramped little apartment where Ann 
Watson, cool and collected, waa standing by the centre 
table. Portman started slightly, for he biew her as one 
of the upper maids at Pentreath Castle. 

" Ton wish to see me on a police matter 1 " he asked. 

" If you please," Ann replied in her ezpressionleaa 
Toice. " I called at the station, but was told you were 
at tea. As my time is limited, I came on here." 

" Qaite right," said the Inspector. " You see, my 
dear," he added, turning to his wife, " that this is not a 
private calL If you will kindly leave us I will rejoin 
you as soon as possible." 

" If it isn't a private call it must be a public one, and 
I'U stay," returned Mrs. Portman, wilfully distorting 
his meaning. The quiet elegance of the prepossessing 
visitor was filling her with jealous forebodings, if not 
Buspicions. 

Curiosity, spite against the Pentreaths, and, to give 
him his due, zeal for his work, goaded Mr. Portman for 
once into insubordination. He took two steps into the 
passage, procured his uniform cap, and addressed his 
visitor. 

" If you will kindly step across with me to the police- 
station, madam, I will attend to you there," he said. 
" This is hardly the place for serious discussious." 

So it was that Mre. Portman, speechless with rage, 
yet impotent to prevent or follow them, could only wateh 
her husband between the Venetian blind as he convoyed 
his consultant across the street. The peep of white 
petticoat exasperated her almost beyond endurance ; the 
spruce ankles, encased in dainty uppers, caused her 
goige to rise ; above all, the hint of deference which her 
husband contrived to blend with the pomposity of his 
strut fired her imagination with all sorts of maddening 
anrmises. 

Not very interesting, perhaps, this vapouring of a 

soured and uninteresting woman, but in the di^ to 
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come it will have ita bearing on the unravelment of the 
spider's web now weaving for the divided lovers at 
Gwjnant, four miles away. 

In the meanwhile Mr. Inspector Portman ushered 
Miss Ann Watson into the barely furnished chamber 
which served him as office. He had some difficulty in 
concealing his eagerness to learn her errand, but he 
mastered it sufficiently to offer her a chair before seating 
himself at his desk. 

" Ton are from Pentreath Castle, I think, misa. I 
hope there is nothing wrong there 1 " he began politely. 

Ann showed just the right amount of hesitation. 
She and another had sized the policeman up pretty 
closely before venturing on a certain course, and she 
knew that to jump down bis throat with a cut-and-dried 
theory tagged on to the information she was there to lay 
might upset calculations. This was a vain man, who 
would be all the more tractable if allowed the luxury of 
forming his own deductions. 

"It will be for you to say if there is anything wrong," 
she replied. " I sincerely trust that it will not be so, 
for to me it would mean ^e loss of a comfortable situa- 
tion. But I could not rest without easing my mind — 
after — after discovering something." 

"Ah, you have made a discovery?" said the In- 
spector, nodding and leaning forward as though he had 
all along expected that some one would discover some- 

" This," replied Miss Watson, opening her reticule 
with a show of diffidence, and handing out a bottle half- 
full of a colourless liquid. Mr. Portman's hand 
trembled slightly as he took it and held it up to the 
wire-gauzed window. 

" Where did you find it ? " he asked, when he bad 
drawn the stopper and smelt the contents with an air of 
wisdom that failed to hide hie ignorance. 

" In one of the drawers in Uie library writing-table 
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used by Sir Harold. I should not hare tbou^t much 
about it but for the rumours that my dear old master's 
death was — not quite what it seemed," the fair inform- 
ant tailed off apologetically. 

The Inspector drew a sheet of foolscap paper towards 
him, jotted down the particulars, and asked for further 
details as to time and place of the discovery of the bot- 
tle. These latter were accorded to him with the same 
fihow of nervous reluctance, after which he leaned back 
and put the tips of his fingers together judicially. 

" You have done quite the right thing in brining me 
this bottle, and I shall have the contents analysed," he 
said. " For the sake of an old and honoured family I 
trust that they will prove to be perfectly harmless — 
hair-dye, or something of the sort. You had no right to 
peep into that drawer, I suppose ? It is that which is 
making you a little uneasy ? " 

" The drawers in that table are generally kept locked, 
but on Monday I noticed that one of them was not quite 
closed," Ann replied with glib excuse. " Before shut- 
ting it I opened it thoughtlessly, and saw the bottle. I 
took it out and hid it in my room, but I had a stru^le 
with myself which lasted till to-day — between the duty 
I owed to my present employers and what I owed to 
poor dear Sir Michael, who had been so kind to me." 

And a neat white handkerchief fluttered out to em- 
phasise the dilemma of the faithful servant Mr. Port- 
man, proud of his unrivalled knowledge of the seamy 
side of human nature, was rather sorry for her. She 
had done a sly thing, be told himself, in prying into the 
drawer which her new master had forgotten to lock, but 
she was willing to expiate her offence by losing her situa- 
tion from a sense of justice. A very estimable young 
person, and likely to make a telling witness in the 
box. 

" You will have all the support of the authorities in 
what you have done," he said, rising from the desk to 
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open the door for bar. " I mean, of course, in case the 
contents of the bottle prove to be— ahem — injurious." 

" In that event what would be the next proceeding ! " 
'Ann asked with the natural tremor of one who dreads 
the ordeal she has created. 

" That," replied the Inspector with dignity, " would 
be for the Chief Constable of the county to determine. 
Colonel Dalbiac is a very conscientious man. I have no 
doubt that he would act on my advice and apply for an 
ezhimiation order to the Home Office." 

" Poor dear Sir Michael t And then t " Ann 
faltered, with another display of the handkerchief. 

" Then, if the analyst's report indicated a correspond- 
ing poison, an inquest would be ordered, and I fear-that 
Sir Harold Pentreath would find himself in an un- 
pleasant portion," replied Fortman, feeling rather in- 
discreet, yet unable to curb a prospective gloat over such 
a consummation. 

For the man was fairly brimming and bubbling with 
the importance of the " information received." Apart 
from his own lifelong grudge, the treatment he had re- 
ceived from the new baronet rankled, and the idea of 
going back to the Castle armed with a compulsory de- 
cree for carrying out the suggestion which, when un- 
officially made, Sir Harold had so rudely spumed, filled 
him with elation. 

As soon as Atiti was gone be locked his notes up in hia 
desk, and, taking the bottle, went out, casting a furtive 
eye at his own Venetian blinds over the way. He 
guessed, correctly, that his movements were being 
watched thence 1^ Mrs. Portman, but for once he was 
emboldened to mutiny. On entering on the cause 
eSUbre for which he had been waiting thirty years, he 
was not going to delay operations because a jealous 
woman was in a hurry for a report of his doings- 
He walked down the street to the chemist's shop, 
catching, as he turned into the door, a glimpse of his late 
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visitor getting into a hired carriage outside the "Swan" 
hoteL 

" No," he raid in response to a stout man who sidled 
along behind the counter towards him, " I do not want 
anj Anthracite Synip for Mrs. Portman to-day, thank 
yon, Shapcott It's official — case of analysis, and very 
particularly private. Tou know a poison when yon see 
onef" 

" Not quite so easily as that When I smell one, 
sometimea. Perhaps when I taste it," wheezed the fat 
dru^st "What's the bother t Some one taken a dis- 
like to the neighbour's cat and sent it into the Great 
Beyond i " 

The Inspector looked hurt. Facetiousnesa at that 
supreme moment of his career seemed little short of 
sacrilege. " It's rather more serious than that," he re- 
plied stiffly. " Here's the stuflf. What do you make of 
it ? Better take it into your private room at the back." 

During the absence of the chemist Mr. Inspector 
Portman walked to the shop door and gazed up the 
street towards the " Swan," then down it towards his 
own domicile. The hired carriage was nowhere to he 
seen, and as it would have had to pass his windows to 
reach the Gwynant Boad he thought with a sigh of relief 
that Mrs. Portman's jealous vigil behind the blind 
would have come to an end. But he was not kept wait* 
ing long by Mr. Shapcott. 

" Tou had better get your handcuffs ready," said the 
latter, as he re-entered with the bottle. " This is ex- 
tract of strophanthua, a deadly vegetable drug. There's 
enou^ left here to kill a man ten times over. It is 
what the South American Indians poison their arrows 
with." 

" Thank you," said the Inspector with what indif- 
ference he could muster, but going hot and cold all over. 
" By the way, it is used as a medicine sometimeB, I 
suppose i " 
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" It has been frequently prescribed of late years," re- 
plied the man of drugs. 

" For what complaint ? " 

" Principally for valvular disease of the heart." 

" I am greatly obliged to you, Sbapcott," said the In- 
spector. " Forget all about this visit, please. I dare- 
say there's nothing in it beyond a bit of a coincidence, 
but I was bound to make enquiries." 

Nevertheless, as he picked his way homewards be 
could hardly contain himself for the coming triumph 
that loomed ahead. He would finish his tea, and then 
train over to Bodmin, where the Chief Constable 
resided. 
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CHAPTER XXU. 

fliohtI 

Oh the morning after the events last related, Harold 
Pentreath and Austin Conjers stepped out of the break- 
fast-room window at the Castle on to the terrace and 
lighted their pipes. Austin had to return to London hy 
the mid-day train, and, fond as he was of bis work, it 
irked him to go and leave so many curious little ques- 
tions unanswered. 

Why had Helen Learoyd thrown Harold over t 

How had the rumours about Sir Michael's death 
ori^nated ? 

Was the search for Tommy Light the true reason of 
Daniel's journey into Cornwall ! 

If not, what was itt 

Why had Dan avoided him in the train, yet welcomed 
him later ? 

Was Dan's story of his wife's attempt on bis life 
true? 

If BO, was there some deeper motive at the bottom of 
the woman's action than to rid herself of an uncongenial 
husband ! 

Who was the woman ? 

Separately considered, not one of these qucationB ap- 
peared on the surface to involve vital issues, but Austin 
could not bring himself to so consider them. His 
trained intelligence yearned to group them all together 
and treat them as parts of one great problem, but the 
trouble was that no such problem had been presented. 

" We have got to know, and I think to liire, each other 
pretty well in the last week or so," he said, when they 
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had taken a few tunu. " If 7011 care to complete the 
half confidence 70U made on the da; of the funeral, I 
ebould be greatlj iotereBted to hear if yon have seen 
Miss Learoyd ! " 

" No," said Harold, his voice shaMng a little. " I — 
I have tried to, but it was of no avaiL" 

He could not bring himself to tell even his friend and 
future brother-in-law of her alleged confession to Vam- 
dyke. Better far if he had made a .clean breast of it, 
and sought counsel from this wiser bead — especially as 
the preservation of the secret entailed silence about 
Vamdyke and his antecedents. 

" Pardon me if I seem intrusive, but do yon in your 
mind still connect her treatment of you with that rillago 
twaddle about your father's death?" enquired Austin. 
He could not quite make Harold out. Gwen's brother, 
usually so strong and soldierly, faltered and trembled 
like a hysterical girl. Surely there must be some deep 
undercurrent — something more complicated than hia 
snrface trouble to work such a transformation. He 
watehed Harold's face closely as he waited for the none 
too readily spoken reply. 

" Confound the village rumourBl No, on reflection I 
do not see how she could have been influenced by such 
infernal clap-trap," Harold exclaimed at last with an 
indignation that hardly rang true. The keen peruser of 
human documents who was observing him thought that 
it was as though his wrath was swamped and swallowed 
by a greater emotion. Could it be fear, he wondered, 
and if so, on whose behalf ? 

Austin did not pursue the subject ; in fact, he had no 
chance, for at that moment Owen appeared on the ter- 
race from the breakfast-room, and almost simultane- 
ously the well-knit form of Doctor Learoyd was seen 
approaching the front door along the drive. On catch- 
ing sight of the group he altered his original intention, 
ai^ mounting the marUe steps on to th^ terrace came 
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hnrriedly forward. They could not fail to see that the 
Doctor was in a state of great agitation. 

" I bare oome to be put out of Buapense," he hegan. 
" Helen ia here at the Castle, ia she not ? " 

The two young men atared only, but Gwen was 
prompt to reply : " Not unleaa she has arrived during 
tbe last five minutes. It seems too good to be true, for 
we have been wondering what has become of her since 
our trouble. I will go and see if she is indoors with 
mother." 

But Doctor Learoyd stayed her with a gesture. 
" My daughter did not spend the night here, thai ? " h« 
asked hoarsely. 

And, when they gathered roimd him with astonished 
negatives and enquiries, he poured out his atory — simple 
enough in its one glaring central fact, but bewildering 
to madness in its uncertainty of cause, motive, or any 
sort of reasonableness. Helen had gone up to her room 
at the usual time on the previous night, but was no- 
where to be found in the house that morning. Her bed 
had not been slept in, and the side-door lea(Ung into the 
garden was unbolted. 

Harold listened, white as a snow-drift ; then shot the 
quick question, " Waa her bicycle in the shed } " 

" Yes," replied the Doctor, looking at him with a sur- 
prise which Austin Conyers seemed in a leaser degree to 
share. " I thought of that first, and searched the shed, 
because she always usee her bicycle if she is going any 
distance. It is clear proof that she can't be far away." 

It was not for Austin to proffer theories unless asked, 
but he shook bis bead. To his trained intelligence the 
leaving of the bicycle presented an exactly opposite 
ai^ument It might well presage a wider fli^t than 
the immediate neighbourhood. If Helen had been 
going by train — say from a station or two up or down 
tbe Une — to have left her bicycle there would have been 
to leave a certain trace behind. Austin wondered if 

L:,.i,-z__iv,GoOg[c 



160 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

that ailment had prompted Harold's question. If bo, 
it muBt betoken knowledge, for swift dedaction was 
scarcely the young soldier's forte. 

The Doctor braced himself to a spurious cheerfulness. 
" Well, I can't stand chattering here, as you know noth- 
ing," he said. " I will just run round to a few of my 
poor patients whom Helen takes a special interest in, 
and see if she is with any of them. If I don't find her 
there I will send a wire to Inspector Portman at St. 
Kodwll." 

" I — ^I wouldn't do that yet, Doctor; Portman's such 
an ass," said Harold, with a fluttering feebleness that 
drew Austin's eyes to hiTn once more in friendly con- 
cern. Austin himself had formed a higher opinion of 
the Inspector's capacity, judged by the average rural 
police standard ; but even if Portman was the most ab- 
ject fool under the sun he was the right person to apply 
to. A broken reed was better than no reed at all. Why 
should Harold object to enlist the man's aid i 

Austin glanced at his watch and came to a swift de- 
termination. If this was the setting of the " problem " 
be had missed in all the petty mysteries of the last few 
days, at any rate he would be present while it was 
chalked on the blackboard, so to speak. He would be 
the better able to advise later, when the solution might 
mean more than a young lady's absence from home for a 
few hours. 

" Look here, Doctor, and you, Harold," he said. " If 
you care for a professional opinion, I should be against 
calling in the police at such an early stage. Every 
stone ought to be turned over first I have got a couple 
of hours before I cateh my train. I shall be very happy 
to run over to your house, Doctor, an<Lsee if I can pick 
up any clue that may help to guide you to the steps you 
bad better take next" 

His reputation as an expert in unravelling tangles was 
known to Learoyd, and the offer was accepted with effu- 
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rion. Harold made no objection, but he did not look 
best pleased, and when the other two started at once to 
walk across the park, he declined to accompany them, 
preferring to remain with Gwen, who was much dis- 
tressed by the Doctor's news. 

" What woidd you like to see first ! " Doctor Learoyd 
asked, as, after a brisk walk, he ushered the volunteer 
investigator into the ball of his house. 

For the moment Austin did not answer ; bis eyes bad 
settled on the combined bat-rack and umbrella-stand in 
which waa a varied assortment of sunshades, walking- 
sticks, and a lady's silk umbrella. 

" Is that your daughter's only umbrella ! " he asked 
with seeming irrelevance. 

" Yes, I have not seen any other lately. She always 
gives the old ones away," was the reply. " You argue 
from that ! " 

" Last night the weather was fine and settled," said 
Austin. " The obvious deduction is that when she left 
home she was going to no great distance, and intended to 
return." 

" Good heavens! But I never apprehended that she 
meant to stay away," exclaimed the Doctor. " She has 
no friends at a distance to go to, and very little money. 
Depend upon it, she is within a four-mile radius of this 
bouse." 

" So far, the umbrella tends to confirm your view," 
replied Austin gravely. " I should like to see her bed- 
room next, please." 

The Doctor led the way upstairs into the home-like 
little chamber under the eaves, whence Helen had 
watched Vamdyke's interview with her father in the 
garden, and where she had lately spent so many un> 
happy hours. 

Austin's glance travelled roimd the room, finally set- 
tling on a row of boots ranged against the wall — ^per- 
haps half a dozen pairs in different stages of wear. 
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There was one pair of house-BhoeB a little apart from the 
rest, out of the line and not so tidily placed. They 
were of bronze kid, and rather noticeable. 

" Are yon an observer, Doctor ! " Anstin asked. 
" Can you tell me if your daughter wore those shoes 
last night ? " 

Yes, Learoyd was able to assert that he had noticed 
the shoes the previous night. They were what Helen 
usually wore in the evening at home. And the house- 
maid, having been sent for, declared that the missing 
boots — those which Helen had presumably put on be- 
fore going out — ^were the ones she had worn between 
breakfast and dinner the day before. Questioned 
further, 8usan said that, so far as she could tell, Miss 
Helen had taken nothing with her but the clothes she 
stood up in — an ordinary walking costume, and a sailor 
hat 

from the boots Austin turned his attention to the 
room generally, noting the traces of frequent occupation 
in sundry pieces of half-finished needle-work, in a 
water-colour sketch flanked by an open paint box and by 
a litter of current periodicals. Evidently Miss Learoyd 
had spent much time in her bedroom of late. 

" Has your mistress had any visitors in the last few 
days } " he asked of the maid, who still hovered around. 
" Strangers, I mean," he hastened to add, for it oc- 
curred to him that for the present the Doctor might as 
well be kept in ignorance of Harold's futile calls if ho 
did not know of them. 

But no ; Susan was able to avow that no strange 
visitor bad been to the house, nor had Miss Helen been 
out much. 

So the Doctor took Austin down into the dining-room 
and put the plain question — what conclusion had he 
arrived atl 

" Everything — the umbrella, the house-shoes hastily 
changed for walking boots, the litter of all her cherished 
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posseseiona in the room — all these point to jour daugh- 
ter baring intended to return when she left the house," 
replied Austin slowly. " At the same time, the chang- 
ing of her house-shoes shows tliBt she meant to go be- 
yond the confines of the garden. Starting from this 
hypothesis, there are only two altematiTes : either some- 
thing happened while she was out of doors to make her 
change tiiat intention, or she has been prevented from 
carrying it out The latter alternative is capable of 
several subdivisions. For instance, she may have met 
with an accident, have been taken ill, or have been 
forcibly detained." 

" Then we are really no further," groaned the Doctor. 
" What had I better do ? " 

" If you don't hear of your daughter in an hour or 
two I shoidd certainly communicate with the police and 
the coastguard," replied Austin. "Ah I this gentleman, 
whoever he may be, looks as if he brought news." 

For Vamdyke, a striking figure in the long-skirted 
coat and the narrow-brimmed straw hat, was drumming 
for admission on tbe closed French window, his sallow 
face pressed peeringly against the glass and working 
strangely. 

Learoyd stepped quickly forward and drew the bolt, 
which in the upset of the morning had been fotgotten. 

" I have only juat heard of your trouble," said Vam- 
dyke, addressing the Doctor as he crossed the thresh- 
old, but with a queer cock of his eye at Austin. " I 
came up at once to tell you that I saw Miss Learoyd last 
night" 
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THE STEEL WAiaT-BUCKLE. 

Foe Auetin Conyers the interest of Vamdyke's an- 
DouDcement was to a great extent overshadowed by in- 
terest in the personality of the man who made it He 
was filled instantly with a bristling sense of distrust. 
The type, though too rare to be familiar, was not 
entirely new to him. He had seen it once, and only 
once, before — in a prisoner who had been convicted and 
duly hanged for the callous and meroenary murder of a 
little chad. 

Yet this fellow's errand was one of kindly sympathy, 
it seemed — for all the receding brow and dome^haped 
cranium that invited the attention of the experienced 
criminologist. 

" You saw Helen last ni^t When and where i " 
asked the Doctor eagerly. 

" On the road to St. Rodwell, about half-past one," 
Vamdyke replied. " I was anxious about old widow 
Bateman, and paid her a late visit As I was bicycling 
back I passed Miss Learoyd going towards St. Rodwell. 
She was half-way there — about two miles from here." 

" This is my assistant, Mr. Sergius Vamdyke," said 
the Doctor, turning to Austin. " Vamdyke, let me 
introduce you to Mr, Conyers, the eminent Old Bailey 
specialist He has been good enough to come over from 
Fentreath Castle to ^ve me the benefit of his experi- 
ence." 

The two men bowed, their glances chaining each 
other, crossing and parrying, like flashing blades of 
steel, till Vamdyke yielded and shifted his gaze. 
144 
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" I trust/' he said in his unpleasant, rasping roice, 
" that my information will be of service to you, sir." 

*' Mr. Vamdyke's news ib quite consistent with your 
deduction that Helen, when she left the house, intended 
to return ? " interjected the Doctor anxiously. 

Now it must be remembered that everything which 
we know about the assistant was unknown to Austin at 
the time. There was absolutely no reason, beyond that 
lack of frontal development, to inspire him with mis- 
trust', yet from the first Austin felt towards this man 
as he did when handling a hostile witness in the box. 
He always trusted his own instinct, and that instinct 
told him that, though Yamdyke might, from lack of a 
contrary interest, be speaking the truth now, he would 
lie if it would serve his turn. 

So he picked his words carefully in replying to the 
Doctor's question, and, incidentally, to Vamdyke's re- 
mark. 

" The fact that Miss Learoyd was only two miles 
from here when she was seen by this gentleman does not 
shake my theory that she intended to return," be said. 
" Unfortunately it throws no light on what caused her 
to alter that intention — her own free will or violence." 

" Violeiicef My dear sir, pray do not surest any- 
thing so horrible," protested Vamdyfce, and Austin 
could detect no false note in the very natural exclama- 
tion. 

" By violence I do not necessarily mean criminal 
violence," he said. " The term would apply to an ac- 
cident, or even sudden illness might be classed under 
that category. By the way, there are some steep cliffs 
along the coast here, with a path running perilously near 
the edge in places. I should lose no time in instituting 
a thorough search, both on land and from the aea. If 
that faib, Doctor, the police ought to take the matter 
np." 

" You mentioned free will, sir," said Vamdyke with 
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great deference. " In that connection, supposing the 
young lady, doubtless with good reason, has taken the 
train anywhere, would it not be well to enquire at the 
railway stations within walking distance t " 

The idea was really a good one, and it had occurred to 
Austin himself. But he had refrained from putting it 
forward from an intuition that if Helen bad gone away 
voluntarily, Harold Pentreath was somehow concerned 
in her disappearance. Harold's manner on the terrace 
that morning had su^;ested as much. Austin liked and 
trusted hie future brother-in-law, and was confident that 
no real sense of guilt underlay that nervous manner ; 
and that being so, he could not be the first to upset 
Harold's private affair, whatever it might be. 

But with the common-Bense proposd made so glibly 
for him by this preposterous creature, who looked like a 
bird of prey and croaked like a raven, it was impossible 
to dissent To have done so would have proclaimed him 
a fool or actuated by secret motives. " By all means in- 
quire at the railway stations, though the police will do 
&at as soon as the case is in Uieir hands," he said. 

Doctor Learoyd grasped only too gladly at any course 
that promised immediate action, and turned to Vam- 
dyke. " You might do that for me," he said. " The 
patients must shift for themselves to-day. Take a 
ticket as far as Liskeard — she couldn't have walked 
further than that, and enquire at the intermediate sta- 
titms. I will go to the coastguard and institute a 
searoh along the clifEs ; and then, if nothing transpires 
from either of onr efforts, I will send over to Portman." 

Vamdyke bowed assent, and without a word went out 
as he had come — through the French window on to the 
lawn. They saw him pass out by the garden gate into 
the road, and Austin was on the point of departing also 
when again a face appeared at the now open window — 
the impudent, young-old face of Tommy Light. 

" They're talking down street as 'ow Miss Helen's 
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lont," he began breathlessly as he came in with a side- 
long stare at Austin. " I've found eomefink ae I 
reckenuBed as hem." 

And from the pocket of his ragged trousers he pro- 
duced an oxidised ateel buckle of unoommon pattern, 
which Doctor Learoyd had often seen clasping hia 
daughter's waist-belt. 

" I found it this morning outside the rails of the 
'Aunted Tower," the boy continued, as the Doctor took 
the ornament " She ain't fell over the cliff; don't go 
for to think that," he added, with an effort to comfort 
himself as well as the anxious father. " I ran round by 
the cove and along the shore and looked among the 
rocks. The water 'adn't reached the cliffs, so nuffink 
couldn't have been washed away, and there wasn't 
nuffink there." 

" How about the tide ? " asked Austin quickly. 

" High water last night at ten o'clock," replied the 
Doctor. " Tommy Light is quite right She could not 
have left the house earlier than eleven o'clock, or I 
should have beard her. By that time the tide would 
have receded enough to " 

" Yes, yes," interrupted Austin, to spare him details, 
and glancing with renewed interest at the unkempt 
urchin who was doubtless the son of his former client 
" This seems to he a sharp little chap, from his prompt- 
ness in running round to the foot of the cliff." And he 
contrived with a lift of his eyebrows to question 
Tommy's veracity. 

" Yes," Doctor learoyd said, nnderatanding him. 
" Tommy is sharp enough and devoted to Helen. I am 
sure he would do more than that for her." 

" I'd cut me bloomin* throat," ejaculated the hoy, 
with tears in his eyes. 

Austin affected not to notice the passionate outburst, 
but consulted his watch. " This discovery of the 
buckle at that particular spot is not inconsistent with 
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Mr. Yarndyke's statement that he met your daughter J '* 
he asked of Learojd. 

"Oh, dear, nol" waa the reply. "The road that 
skirts the Tower leads into the road for St Rodwell. 
If she was going to the latter place, she may have 
ascended the mound for a view of the sea, and dropped 
the buckle there." 

" Well, I must be going, if I am to bid good-bye to the 
people at the Castle in time to catch my train," said 
Austin, extending his hand. " I am sorry not to have 
been of more use, but it is much too early to lose hope." 

The Doctor accompanied him to the gate, Tommy, 
whose Dative shrewdness had told him Uiat the strange 
gentleman was friendly to his adored patroness, hover- 
ing in the rear. When the final farewells had been said, 
Austin and Dan Light's " nipper " found themselves 
alone in the road, contemplating each other with quali- 
fied approvaL 

" Show me the shortest cut to the Castle, youngster," 
said Austin, and Tommy started to obey with alacrity, 
trotting at his new friend's side, and presently plucking 
up courage to ask questions. These were framed with 
an innocent cimning that under happier circumstances 
would have amused Austin with their transparency, for 
they were a complete revelation of the questioner's stato 
of mind. Tommy gave himself away as being under 
the impression that Helen had run away to get married 
to Sir Harold Pentreath — a proceeding of which he ap- 
proved, and which he was willing to aid and abet by 
every means in his power. 

The pumping process was clearly directed at ascer^ 
taining whether Austin, if admitted into confidence, 
would also approve and abet. 

To hiunour the boy and draw him out further, Austin 
expressed a diametrically opposite view, avowing the 
opinion that Miss Learoyd had met with an accident — ' 
really the last thing he believed. Then suddenly, look- 
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ing down at his sharp little guide, he fired off a quick 
question of his own : 

" Why didn't you come straight to the window just 
now^ instead of dodging behind the shrubs till Mr. 
Vamdyke was gone 1 " 

The boy's face hardened. " I'm afeard of him," he 
said witii a perceptible shiver. " He ain't no good." 
And then, with a leering, upward glance, he added, 
"You twigged me, then? 'Tain't often aa gentlefolkt) 
is 60 cute." 

" Yea, I saw you," Austin replied. " Why are yon 
afraid of him, and why do you say he's no good, young 
'un?" 

Tommy became rude, and stack his tongue in his 
cheek. " Arek me some more," he drawled. " Thou^ 
when I knows yer better pra'aps I might tell," he re- 
lented sufficiently to add. 

" All right, I'll bold you to that," laughed Austin, 
and with a swift inspiration that he ought, while he had 
the chance, to gather aa many aa possible of the converg- 
ing threads of what was t^ng shape in his mind as 
"the Gwynant mystery," he asked: 

" What does your mother think of Mr. Vamdyke I " 

" Ain't got a mother ; she died when I was a kid," 
was the precocious reply which plunged Austin in 
deeper darkneaa than ever. Dan Light had said that 
his wife lived " hereabouts," but if that was true the boy 
was ignorant of it 

" Well, then," he asked after a moment's reflection, 
" what does your father think of Mr. Vamdyke ! " 

For answer Tommy thrust his akinny little knuckles 
into his eyes and be^n to sob bitterly. " Me fawther 
don't know 'im; 'e 'ardly knows me. Me fawther 
honly come 'ere for three days, and then done a guy 
back to London. But there, I'm gaasin' and talkin', 
and I was to keep a shut mouth, fawther said." 

Which convinced Austin that Mr. Daniel Light had 
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not made a full confidant of his joung hopeful, either 
as regards his alleged advoitures with the rising tide or 
as to his future intentions. Whether Dan had left in- 
structions of any kind with his new-found " nipper " 
was another matter, on which be thought it would be 
useless to cross-examine. There came a time when he 
wished that he bad at least made the attempt 

" A shut mouth is always best, Tommy," he said. 
" That steel buckle, now. How far from the edge of 
the difif was it? " 

Tonuny scratched his head in consideration. " As 
far as the Tower railings, and they're about ten foot," 
he replied. " 'Twaa close up to the railings." 

" Outside them, I suppose t " 

" Outside, of course. There ain't no way of gettin' 
inside — not for the likes of her." 

Of that Austin was well aware. In one of his walks 
with Gwen be had passed close to the solitary landmark, 
and had noticed the rusty chain and padlock that looked 
as if they had not been moved from the iron gate into the 
enclosure for centuries. He had also noticed that the 
coastguard path ran between the brink of the precipice 
and the railing, only much nearer to the latter. Both 
the path and the road, from which Helen must have 
deviated, led to the St Eodwell road, where Vamdyke 
asserted that he had met her. Austin would have pre- 
ferred to find a flaw in the assistant's story, but flaw 
there was none. 

They had now reached the park gates, and rewarding 
his youthful guide with a shilling Austin strode up the 
drive to the Castle. 
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CHAPTER IXIV. 

HABOLD's DU-BIUfA. 

TiHX had flown during his inreatigation at Doctor 
Learofd's, and there was but a quarter of an hour for 
Austin to snateh a hurried early lunch before starting 
for the station to catch the London train. As a result^ 
there was no chance of a private word with Owen or 
Harold separately. Both of them, and Lady Peutreath 
as well, sat with him while he ate, the ladiea subjecting 
him to a Are of queeticais and sumuBes about the miss- 
ing girl. Harold's demeanour was still beyond fathom- 
ing. 

After his first quick enquiry whether Helen bad been 
found, the young baronet had subsided into gloomy 
silence, making no sign, except when Austin related 
Vamdyke's meeting with Helen during the previous 
night. Then a gleam had flashed into his eyes, and he 
had seemed about to break into some angry exclama- 
tion ; but checking himself, he had resumed his taciturn 
moodiness. 

Tommy Light's discovery of the waiat-buckle caused 
him to grow a shade paler, but the colour returned 
slowly to his face when Austin hastened to reassure his 
heaters by describing the lad's prompt search at the base 
of the cliff. 

When the dogcart came around to take his friend 
and future bro^er-in-law to the station Harold held 
back till Gwen and Lady Pentreatb had said their good- 
byes in the hall; then, at the last moment, he accom- 
panied Austin down the portico steps. 

"What do you really think, old chap J" he whis- 
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pered hoarsely, for Perkins eat in the dogcart, whip 
and reins in hand, and all respectful attention. 

" If you would tell me what you know, I would tell 
you what I think," Austin replied in the same under- 
tone. 

" Come, man — a plain answer," ui^d Harold almost 
fiercely. 

" It looks — ^mind, I only say it looks — as if she had 
gone away of her own accord," returned Austin. " I am 
more than Borry I must leave you to-day, for somehow I 
smell trouhle. I should wish to be of use — for your 
sake as well as Owen's, helieve me. Ton will wire or 
write, if leant " 

*' If you can be of any use," Harold repeated feebly. 

Ten minutes later, as the dogcart was nearing the 
tree-embowered railway station, Austin noticed that 
Perkins touched his hat to a middle-aged gentleman, of 
stem and soldierly aspect, who trotted past them to- 
wards the village on a serviceable chestnut hunter. The 
horseman shot a keen, but unobtrusive glance at the 
occupants of the cart as he went by. 

" That is Colonel Dalbiac, sir, from Bodmin. He is 
Chief Constable of the county," was the groom's reply 
to Austin's enquiry. " Maybe he's going to lunch at 
the Castle, though I hadn't heard that he was expected. 
He was one of old Sir Michael's best friends." 

Was the coming of the Chief Constable a fresh devel- 
opment of the Gwynant puzzle ? Austin wondered. If 
Helen Learoyd's disappearance was the catise of the 
Colonel's presence, who could have communicated with 
him and brought him on the scene so soon ? Or if it 
was not that 5iat had brought him, was it that other 
darker and deeper mystery which had not yet taken 
shape and form, but which Austin felt vibrating in the 
very air, into the vortex of which he was convinced that 
the Doctor's daughter had somehow been drawn ? 

If he had not been briefed to prosecute an absconding 
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company promoter at the Central Criminal Coort on 
the morrow, be would have turned back. 

In the meanwhile, Harold had retired to the library, 
and, shutting himself in, paced to and fro in vain grop- 
ing for a way out of his difficulty. From iiie first 
moment when the Doctor had appeared with the newi> 
that Helen was missing be bad regarded it as a flight — 
not to escape the consequences of any wrong-doing of 
ber own, but to avoid the hateful accusation which, as he 
believed, Vamdyke was preparing to bring against her. 

There was no atom of truth, he could have pledged 
bis life, in the " confession " of murder which tiiat vile 
scoundrel said be had wrung from ber; yet the deadly, 
snake-like cunning of the man might very well have 
batched up a case against her which it would be bard to 
meet. In fact, it must be so, Harold told himself, or 
she would not have left her home and ber friends — to 
say nothing of his own sheltering love — to flee from a 
false charge. His little sweetheart must be enmeshed 
in some woof of that subtle brain, which bad made her 
afraid to hold her innocent ground. 

His own position was worse than intolerable. Not 
a hreatb of suspicion, so far as be knew, rested publicly 
or privately on Helen's fair fame. If he were to de- 
nounce Vamdyke as the cause of her flight, he would 
have to give his reasons — to publish the story of the 
alleged " confession " — and so be the first to bring down 
upon her the avalanche, the mere prospect of which 
had driven her away. 

For the same reason be was fettered in helpless in- 
activity when his nerves tingled and his limbs ached 
to be up and doing. From bis point of view, to have 
searched the cliffs and the shore would have been futile, 
but he would have scoured the country, enquired along 
the railway — he would have done, in short, what Vam- 
dyke with sinister motives was doing. Day and night 
he would bftve spent himself to bring the dear girl ba*^ 
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to home and honour. But lie dared not try to find her 
vhen she did not want to be found. Sh© evidently 
knew more of what threatened her than he did, and to 
trace her mi^t be the height of cruelty. 

And then, with every second turn as he paced the 
room, would return the thought that she bad met some 
physical peril — ^that she might be in peril still. In 
spite of Tommy light's search, visions of those grey 
precipices with the weed-oovered rodcs so many hun- 
dred feet below would arise and set him trembling, to 
be comforted the next minute with the expert opinion 
of Austin Conyers tliat whatever Helen had done, wher- 
ever she had gone, she had acted as a free agent when 
she left ber home. 

He had almost hated Austin for bis activity. Tom 
asunder between hope that the astute barrister would be 
successful in restoring Helen to her father, and fear 
lest that zealous co-operation should play into Vam- 
dyke's hands, Harold could hardly contain himself till 
the dogcart had driven away. Yet now, in his lonely 
Impotence, be wished that Austin could have stayed, 
though whether even to bim he could have mentioned 
that vile cbai^ of Vamdyke's was doubtful 

To breathe the word " murder " in connection with 
Helen Learoyd was grossest sacril^e. 

But he shuddered to think that whatever Vamdyte'a 
design might be, it had been well thought out. Suppos- 
ing Helen to be otlierwise than the innocent, tender- 
hearted girl she was, there was the motive for the al- 
l^d crime, all cut and dried. On the ni^t of his 
father's death she bad expected — he had it from ber 
own dear lipe — that Sir Michael would forbid their 



Suddenly be ceased his tramping to and fro, for there 
came a tap at the door. 

" What is it? " he called out " I can't see any one 
just now." 
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" I beg pardoD, Sir Harold, but Colonel Dalbiac has 
called. He bade me saj that it was on verj particular 
businesa," came the butler's voice through tbe panels of 
the door. 

With Helen filling all his mind, it was impossible for 
him to refuse to see the Chief Constable. Absorbed in 
that paramount subject, he could only attribute this 
official visit to her disappearance, and it behoved him 
at least to learn the Colonel's " particular businees," 
80 that if Vamdyke had reported the " confession " he 
might throw himself into tiie breach. He half hoped 
that it was so, for he would then be released from his 
galling silence as to Vamdyke's villainies, and would be 
able to fi^t him openly on equal terms. 

So he told the butler to show the visitor in, and tried 
to nerve himself for the ordeaL The young soldier's 
subtlety was of a primitive order, but even he saw the 
necessity of not mentioning Helen's so-called confession 
till the Chief Constable broached it 

Colonel Dalbiac entered — essentially a gentleman, 
honest as the day, but with certain hard lines about bis 
mouth that promised scant mercy to evildoers. Har- 
old had seen him only a few days before at Sir 
Michael's funeral, when he bad been full of cordial 
sympathy 

But for his pre-occupatiwi Harold would have at 
once noticed that the cordial sympathy had been re- 
placed by a cold reserve that almost amounted to hos- 
tility. As he came forward the Colonel bowed stiffly, 
and then seemed to be so concerned with flicking a par- 
ticle of dust from bis riding-boot with his whip as not 
to perceive tbe baronet's outstretched hand. He took 
it, however, after a quite appreciable hesitation, and sat 
down bolt upright in the chair which bis host drew for- 
ward. 

" It is best to get an unpleasant business over 
quickly," He fa^in, when he bad cleared his throat 
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"I waa an old friend of your father's, and believe 
me I " 

"One moment I " Harold interrupted him hotly. 
" Yoa have news of Miss Learoyd i She has been 
found ? " He jtimped to the conclusion, from the 
other's opening speech, that his sunnise was correct — 
that Helen was Uie cause of the call 

But Colonel Dalbiac r^arded him with a stare of 
bewilderment in which suspicion was strangely blended. 

" Miss Learoyd ? " he said coldly. " I have heard 
nothing about the lady. Hy business has nothing to do 
with her." 

" Ah, well, she is — is absent from home, that's all," 
muttered Harold, regretting bis hasty speech. " What 
then can I do for you, Colonel I " 

" I would have retired on my pension last year if I 
had known what duty had in store for me," growled 
the Chief Constable, sparring for time, now that be 
was face to face with his task. Then suddenly he braced 
himself, sat very strai^t, and exploded his bombshell. 

" Sir Michael must come upl " he said sternly, 

" My dear Colonel I " protested Harold, shocked out 
of all understanding. 

" He must come up," Dalbiac continued, " and I 
would have given my right hand for it to have fallen 
to any one else to disturb my old friend's rest But he 
must come up, I say. Now the question is " — and the 
Colonel calmed himself with an effort, and surveyed 
Harold narrowly from under his shaggy brows — " the 
question is whether you will give your consent, or 
whether " 

" Whether ! " repeated Harold, quivering all over, 
yet become very quiet, for he scented danger to Helen 
after all. 

" Whether I must apply to the Home Office for an 
order for the exhumation of your father's body," said 
the Colonel, firmly enou^ at last. 
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Harold tried hard to concentrate his mind, but the 
room seemed to swim round him. Apart from the men- 
ace which he saw in it to Helen, the Chief Constable's 
proposition would have been horrible enough, but in 
conjunction with her mysterious disappearance it 
stunned bim, and when he recovered a little he was in 
no mood for diplomacy. Righteous indignation over- 
whelmed him, tjiough he contrived to speak with dig- 
nity. 

" This thing must go on t " he asked, rising from hia 
chair. 

Also standing up, Colonel Dalbiac replied, " Un- 
doubtedly. It is not the sort of thing one begins with- 
out good reason for seeing it through to a finish." 

" Then I will be no party to the outrage," said Har- 
old, touching the bell. " You must procure the Home 
Office order and comply with all the legal formalities 
before you desecrate our family vault Seppings, the 
door for Colonel Dalbiac, please." 

Frowning in deep thought, the Colonel followed the 
butler. " Carried it with a high hand, egad," he mut- 
tered under his moustache as he mounted his horse. 
" Innocence or bluff, I wonder ? If the latter, he prob- 
ably means to do a bolt, and Portman had better put a 
plain-clothes man on to keep an eye on him." 
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CHAPTER IXV. 
Tomrr uibseb HOUETHura. 

TwEiTTT-Pomt boars after Colonel DaDnac^B call at 
Pentreath Castle, rumonrs were flying thick as an- 
tumn leaves in Gvynant village. Mrs. False; at the 
poet-office hardly had time to sell bacon and stamps, 
candles and postal-orders, bo busy was the clack of her 
tongue. The bar at the " Pentreaih Arms " was in a 
ferment. Tragedy and mysteiy were in the very air, 
causing bead-she^ngs among the blne-gnemseyed 
loimgeis at the quay, and idleness among the menders 
of pilchard nets in tJie cove. 

Yet for these good souls there was mysteiy no longer. 
They had put two and two together and solved it It 
bad leaked out that Sir Michael's body was to be ex- 
humed and examined ; it was known that the Doctor's 
daughter had fled. Was there ever a simpler caset 
Of course Helen Learoyd had poisoned the invalid bar- 
onet because be would not let bis son marry her, and she 
had bidden herself from the consequenoee of her crime. 

It made no difference that they all liked the girl — 
that most of them in sickness or sorrow had known her 
gentle kindness. Bemcmbrance of that sort might come 
later, bat just now the sporting spirit of the chase held 
the people of Gwynant in its grip. Some one had run 
away from something and was, or soon would be, 
hunted. " However could she go for to do it t " was the 
most merciful comment on Helen Learoyd in those flrst 
days of her vanisbment. 

Tommy Light beard these rumours and laughed in 

his tattered sleeve. To attribute an atrocious crime to 
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the kiud-bearted lady wbo had saved bis life and after- 
wards constituted herself hie friend, seemed sure sign 
that the folk of Gwynant were elean demented. He 
said nothing, however, but, sticking bis tongue in his 
cheek, adhered to hia original notion that Helen had 
gone away to get married to " Capting at the Castle." 

But when a daj and a night and half another day 
had passed, and, by reconnoitriog the park, be had 
discovered that Etarold Pentreath was still at the Castle, 
he be^an to have serious misgivings. Tommy's ideas 
of matrimony were bazy, but he knew that it takes two 
to make an elopement, and be grew fearful lest, after 
all, his beloved benefactress had met with an accident. 

So it was that the afternoon of the day following the 
Chief Constable's call on Harold found Tommy en- 
gaged in an exhaustive search of the cliffs. The work 
had already been done by the coastguards, but the boy 
bad a fine contempt for exploring a precipice by merely 
peering over the edge of it. Wherever there waa foot- 
hold for a cormorant there was foothold for Tommy 
Light, and he crawled about the scarred front of the 
cliff, descending to many of the higher ledgea and as- 
cending from the shore to the lower ones, till be had 
assured himself that no mangled form lay anywhere 
in the section of coast searched by hinu 

That section was the sloping shoulder that trended 
downward from the Haunted Tower to his own favour- 
ite hiding-place, which it will be remembered was a 
fissure in the cliff some ten feet below the brink. The 
distance from the tower to this spot along the coast- 
guard path was about a quarter of a mile. 

Tommy had just swung bimaelf on to the level turf, 
after climbing up from a projecting ledge to which he 
had descended to obtain a clear view of a broader ledge 
a hundred feet below. He had satisfied himself that 
nothing had found lodgment thereon, and he was in- 
tending to make his next descent to the ledge that 
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formed a sort of sill to his private cave, when he saw 
Ann Watson coming up the path from the village. 

Now Tommy was not particularly anxious to meet 
the ladylike parlour-maid from the Castle. Dan had not 
enlightened him as to his relationship with her, or as 
to the episode of the rising tide, but the ex-convict had 
given his cherished " nipper " a roving commission to 
keep his eye on " Mias Watson " generally, and to per- 
form one little task with regard to her which Tommy 
bad already successfully carried out. 

It had been performed two days before, when Tonuny 
had seen Ann making for Doctor Learoyd's house, and, 
scuttling in front of her, had managed in the garden to 
tell Helen his pitiful tale of his newly found, yet as 
quickly lost, father. Though ignorant of reasons and 
motives, Tommy had smartly achieved the end desired 
by Dan, which was to make his wife believe that he had 
been drowned. As we know, thanks to Austin Conyers 
and Qwen, he bad got safely to the quay. Thence be 
had gone under cover of the darkness to the fishing cove, 
and, unknown to the Trehemes, had contrived an inter- 
view with Tommy before starting for London. 

At sight of Ann advancing up the slope, Tonmiy 
puckered hie brow in a score of creases. His father 
had told him not to let " Miss Watson " know that he 
was interested in her movements, and he was afraid 
that, meeting her in that unfrequented place, he would 
be suspected of shadovring her. He would have avoided 
her if he could, but it was too late for concealment, and 
mindful of a common topic of conversation, he went for- 
ward to meet her. 

" You ain't never asked me for that parcel you give 
me a bob to 'ide," be began, squaring up in front, and 
wondering why he was received with such a forbidding 
scowl. 

For the good of the world it is well that a mother is 
not often smitten with hatred for her own offspring, but 
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Buch was Ann's feelings for tlie child she had abandoned 
to strasgers. Like her unlucky husband, be was a drag 
on her future advanceniect, and the memory of what 
she thought she had done to that husband made her 
hatred of the boj all the more bitter. In sheer malig- 
nant spite sbe set herself to barrow bis vanitj. 

She laughed harsblj as sbe replied, " A pretty sort 
of fool you are to trust a job to." 

" Why ! I put it where no one as 'adn't got wings 
could find it," piped Tommy, shrill with indignation, 

" Did you, indeed ! " Ann retorted. " You had bet- 
ter make sure before you tell such lies. I don't want 
ever to see your ugly face again." With which sbe 
passed OQ, leaving Tommy dumbfounded by the sudden 
attack. 

The reflection on bis powers of going where no one 
else could go galled him most He knew that no man 
or boy in the village could climb down to the fissure 
where he bad hidden the parcel, and be could not under- 
stand the suggestion made by the smart parlour-maid 
from the Castle. It looked as if she knew that the 
parcel had been removed, but Tommy could have taken 
what he called bis " Biblff " that that could not be. 
It was true that in a moment of bravado he bad told 
Vamdyke that be had hidden something down the clifF, 
but be never gave a second thought to the possibility of 
the man of coat-skirts attempting that dizzy descent. 

Well, he would soon see, for, in pursuance of bis 
quest for Helen, he was going down there now — to get 
a sight of the cliff below from the ledge that gave access 
to his secret lair. He bad not visited the latter since 
the day when he had deposited the parcel there. 

He waited till Ann Watson bad disappeared over the 
summit of the down by the Tower, and then, taking bis 
life in his hand for the twentieth time that afternoon, 
be slid over the brink. So often had be essayed the de- 
scent that intuitively his feet sought and found the 
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'wrinkles in the rugged clifi-faoe that formed his ladder 
— as surely as his wirj fingers closed on them after- 
wards. In less than two minutes he reached the ledge, 
and, having satisfied himself that there was no sign of 
the missing girl below, he turned and crawled on hands 
and knees into his burrow. 

Once past the low entrance he stood up in the murky 
gloom and vented a breath of relief. The treasures he 
kept there had not been tampered with. His strings of 
sea-birds' e^s were festooned on the rocky wall just as 
he had left them; the pile of sticks which he had 
brought down in his pockets from time to time to make 
firee in the winter had not been touched ; his collection 
of curios in the way of shells and bits of rope and other 
jetsam of the sea was in its place. 

So in the confident expectation of being able to con- 
found the Castle parlour-maid, he passed further in to 
where, at the extreme limit of daylight, be had placed 
the parceL It should be lying on the top of a boulder 
which blocked the narrow tunnel from the floor nearly 
to the roof, and which, owing to his fear of darkoesa 
beyond, had formed the boundary of his explorations. 

Tommy dreaded no matsrial dangers such as preci- 
pices and lofty trees, but his childish soul was fright- 
ened by two bogies which he had set up for himself — 
spectres from the Unseen and Doctor Learoyd'a assist- 
ant From the latter influence be felt quite safe down 
here in his stronghold, because of bis contempt for 
Vamdyke's physical capability of climbing down to it; 
but the nether blackness beyond the boulder contained 
for him a multitude of spooks and goblins whom he 
dared not to face. 

Eut ghosts couldn't steal brown-paper parcels, and he 
stood on tiptoe when he came to the boulder to pick up 
the one he had placed there. And the lean little fingers 
fumbled, and fumbled again, in vain. The parcel was 
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Tonunj drew back and wiped a dank brow with the 
cuff of his coat, looking for comfort to the blessed day- 
light that filtered in from the narrow entrance. The 
impoflsible had happened. Either spiritual hands, 
clutching over the boulder from out of the blackness 
beyond, bad filched the trust confided to him, or Vam- 
dyke had come down the face of the cliff and abstracted 
it 

" It couldn't 'ave been 'im — ^with that floppety coat," 
muttered the boy. " If so be as 'e'd got down to the 
ledge and creeped in 'ere, 'e'd never 'ave got ap again. 
There's a rare nerve on 'im, but it ain't that sort of 
nerve. Mister Vamdyke 'ud be lying in little pieces 
on the beach if he'd tried it on." 

Tommy cast a terrified glance into the silent dark- 
ness behind the boulder. The rocky obstruction was as 
high aa bis neck, hut there was ample apace between the 
top of it and the roof of the cave for him to climb over 
and penetrate the mysteries beyond — if only he bad a 
light But light he had none — ^not so much as a 
s^ety match from Mrs. Palsey's shop — and if he had 
had one, what good would that have been when it would 
have been promptly blown out by ghostly breaths ? 

" I wish me fawther was back again," Tommy re- 
flect«d. " There's pluck in dad, and I fink I'd get him 
down 'ere. We could bring candles and go furder in. 
But I ain't goin' in alone — ^not me. Not for all the 
bloomin' parcels and all the faloomin' 'ussies in the 
world." 

And then, pondering deeply as to how the spook that 
had stolen the package could have informed " Miss 
Watson " of the fact, he made his way to the entrance 
of the fissure, and crawled back into the sunlight 
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AT THE ' THREE FODLEBS." 



It was late in the afternoon when Austin Conyers, on 
the Beoond day of the trial of the absconding company 
promoter, returned to his chambers in the Temple after 
duly aecuring the prisoner's conviction. 

On the table in his inner room his clerk had placed 
eeveral letters, one of which he singled out with a little 
sigh of relief for instant perusal. Owen's bold calig- 
raphy, on an envelope postmarked the previous day, 
promised a refreshing contrast to his hot and trying 
day in court, and without waiting to remove his wig 
and gown, he flung himself into an armchair to see how 
they fared at Owynant 

But his face grew grave as he read. Matters in the 
picturesque Comish village were worse than even hia 
own disquieting apprehensions had led him to expect. 

" We are in a sad way down here " (his sweetheart 
wrote). " Shortly after you left yesterday Colonel 
Dalbiac, the Chief Constable of the county, called on 
Harold and told him that if he would not consent to our 
poor father's body being exhumed and examined, he 
should apply for a Home Office order — whatever that 
may be — to enable him to have it done corapulsorily. 
Harold, quite properly, I think, and very indignantly, 
refused to allow it, and now we are living in daily 
dread that the police will come, armed with authority 
to enforce the outrage. But that is not the worst of it 
Dear Helen Learoyd has not returned home, nor has 
anything been heard of her, and people are wickedly 
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sajing — I hardly like to write it down — that she poi- 
soned Sir Michael, and has run away because she dis- 
covered that she was on the point of being found out. 

" There is no official confirmation that she ia Bua- 
pected, for Colonel Dalbiac would not give his reasons 
for taking this extraordinary course. I trust that it 
is only scandal, and that the police, who have only made 
very half-hearted attempts to find her, have never had 
Helen in their minds at all. But some one must be bu&- 
pected, or this horrible thing would never have been 
permitted by our old friend Colonel Dalbiac And 
why should Helen have gone away? 

" Harold's behaviour under these trying circum- 
stances is filling mother and me with vague uneasiness. 
Instead of comforting us, he is moody and silent, shut- 
ting himself up in the library, and taking no steps to 
join in the search for Helen. Yet, when I mentioned 
the vile things that were being Baid about her, he flew 
into a violent passion, and called the people of the 
village all the names he could think of. 

" We have seen nothing of Doctor Learoyd since the 
morning you left us, but I am afraid that his daughter's 
disappearance is having a very bad effect on him. Last 
night mother sent Perkins over to inquire if there was 
any news, and he hinted, when he came back, that the 
Doctor had taken more to drink than was good for him. 
Fancy such a thing happening to our dear, handsome, 
silver-haired Doctor Learoyd ; but Perkins is a reliable 
man, and doesn't speak lightly. I hear, too, that the 
Doctor is ill to-day and confined to the house. Mr. 
Yamdyke, his assistant, has assumed charge of the prac- 
tice. 

" Altogether, dearest Austin, we are having^ a 
troublesome time in our secluded nook, and the worst 
of it is we do not know what further shock may be in 
store for us after that terrible order from the Home 
Office arrives. I wish we could have the benefit of 
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your cool bead and insist at this crisis, but I snppose 
it cannot be. Try, tboiigh, to send me any advice that 
may be helpful, for mother can do nothing but cry, and 
Harold, who used to be so strong and brave, seems to 
have gone all to pieces. 

" Tours ever, 

" GWBH." 

Having read the letter once, Austin took oS his wig 
and gown and lit a cigarette. Then be read the letter 
through again, with the object of extracting the grain 
from the chafF. But he was forced to admit that there 
was veiy little chaff in Gwen'a epistle, nearly all of it 
being solid information, and as good a guide as he ootild 
wish for to the state of affairs at Gwynant 

Two facts stood out in glaring relief. The rumours 
of foul play in connection with Sir Michael's death had 
crystallised into official action, and, by the public at 
leaat, the missing girl was suspected of the crime. 

Now Austin knew enough of the ways of Chief Con- 
stables to be sure that Colonel Dalbiac would not have 
moved for an exhumation unless he had good grounds 
for doing so. He also knew enough of Helen Learoyd 
to make him profoobdly incredulous of her guilt. That 
her departure from home was connected with the case 
be had little doubt, as also Harold's strange behaviour; 
but he was convinced that the mystery lay deeper than 
a murder committed by Helen with the cognisance, and 
perhaps the connivanoe, of Harold. 

" That is the way it would strike the superficial ob- 
server, always supposing Dalbiae's reasons to be ade- 
quate," he murmured. " It is sufficiently obvious and 
commonplace to set rustic tongues wa^ng to the tune. 
But then I happen to know Harold Fentreatb and 
Helen Learoyd, and in this case the obvious is also the 
ridiculous. Query — who has an interest in presenting 
this obvious phase — in concocting it, probably* " 
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Ho knit bis brows as lie paced to and fro, striving for 
answers to the enigma. From the criminal lawyer's 
point of view, if Sir Michael Pentreath had been poi- 
soned, some one must have had a motive for doing so ; 
yet he could think of no one but the lovers who were in 
that poaition. Harold professed to have overcome his 
father's opposition to the match, but the late baronet 
had been seen alive by no other member of his family 
after the alleged withdrawal of the veto. And Helen's 
interest in the matter waa identical with Harold's. 

Austin, imagining the evidence which he would have 
to rebut were he counsel for the defence, was bound to 
admit that if the case had been "engineered" it bad 
been done with an eye to probabilities, and with a 
deadly sequence of ideas. He foresaw that a good deal 
would depend upon Colonel Dalbiac'a justification for 
exhuming the body. If there was good reason for the 
course taken by the Chief Constable, it would not be 
long before soTne one had a definite chai^ to meet 

He turned again to Owen's letter, which was as full 
of meat as the proverbial egg. The remaining item, 
about Doctor Learoyd's condition, might have struck a 
less analytical mind aa superfluous padding to an otber- 
wise concise and luminous statement. It had not that 
effect on Austin Conyers. He threw himself down in 
bis chair again and lit cigarette after cigarette, while 
he worried and dissected that part of Owen's lucid 
letter. 

" I muBt go to the ' Three Fiddlers,' " he said, toss- 
ing bis laat stump into the grate. " It is an axiom of 
Euclid that the greater contains the less, and I would 
bet a month's fees that Master Dan Light's minor 
. tragedy is wrapped up in the same bundle as that of my 
friends at Pentreath Castle." 

T^L minutes later he was knocking at the door of an 
old schoolfellow — an eminent actor, who dwelt in a lux- 
urious fiat in Shaftesbury Avenue. 
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" Beauchamp, old chap," he said as soon as he was 
admitted, " I haven't an; time for explanation, but you 
know my little ways. I want to go to a place where I 
might have my throat cut if I was recognised. Can 
you make me up in a guise that would appeal to a pack 
of jail-birds ? " 

" Desperate character, eh ? " laughed Mr. Beau- 
champ, who bad done the same 3ort of thiug for his 
friend before. 

" Not too desperate, but distinctly criminal," replied 
Austin. " It's my face that matters more than the 
clothes, for I expect that most of the people that I shall 
meet have to thank me for ' doing time.' " 

" Come round to the Adelphi Theater, then," said 
Seauchamp. " All my painta are there, and I'll fix 
you up with a mug that ought to hang you." 

That evening Mias Bella Murch was tending the bar 
of the " Three Fiddlers," when the swing doors were 
pushed open and a new customer entered. Mias Murch, 
a fine-grown young lady wearing ostentatious jewelry 
and showing a good deal of bare neck, prided herself 
on never forgetting a face, and she knew that she. had 
never seen his foxy countenance before. The fact made 
her suspicious, for a certain freemasonry prevailed at 
the notorious house of call, and strangers, till they had 
proved the contrary, were regarded as possible 
" narks," or police spies. 

However, as in duty bound, Miss Bella served the 
customer with the glass of ale he asked for, and then 
retreated along the counter to where a flashy-looking 
youth, the only other owupant, was standing. She ex- 
changed a slight elevation of the eyebrows with this 
individual, who, after a furtive stare at the newcomer, 
shook his head. 

Meanwhile, Austin drank bis ale slowly, thoroughly 
alive to the risk he was nmning. Voices sounded from 
an inner room, and any moment he might have a hor- 
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net's nest about his ears if bis recognition of tbe flaab 
young gentleman, whom he had twice prosecuted for 
picking pockets, became mutual. A Treasury CounBel 
in a thieves' public-house might be eafe so long as be 
was on licensed premises, but it was a dangerous neigh- 
bourhood, and the network of alleys outside offered in- 
finite possibilities for assault and battery by aggrieved 
** crooks." 

Smitten by Miss Murch's generous charms, the felo- 
nious youth was evidently dallying in the l«r, either 
on bifl way to or from the room beyond. To enquire for 
Dan Light in his presence would be highly hazardous, 
Austin knew, since it would suggest a hostile interest 
in the ex-convict; yet he saw that he would have to do 
something soon to achieve bis purpose, or abandon 
the role of a chance customer. Already Miss Murch 
was casting suspicious glances at the slow ebb of his 
glass. 

Austin finished it at a gulp, and boldly called for an- 
other. At the sound of bis voice, which was a striking 
one, and which he now pitched in its natural tone, the 
pickpocket started, and hissed a sibilant whisper across 
the counter. Miss Murch, fingering the huge, fern-be- 
decked rose at her bosom, turned her insolent gaze upon 
the new customer and addressed him shrilly: 

" Glet outside, please. I shan't serve you." 

" Why not? " asked Austin, again using his natural 
voice. 

" Because you've had enough already," came the pert 
reply. 

" You'll have to put me out then," said Austin, striv- 
ing to restrain the grin which threatened to ruin his 
" make-up," hut observing with secret satisfaction that 
his end was in a fair way to be gained. Miss Murch, 
blazing with wrath, opened the door at the end of the 
bar and called, " Pa, you're wanted, please! " Simul- 
taneously the young lady's admirer slipped throu^ 
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another door on bis side of the oounter, that led into 
the same back room. 

The restUt was a " filling of the stage " as effective as 
when the caU-boy summons all the players to range for 
the final scene. Mr. Murch entered behind the counter, 
and half a score of the worst criminals in London 
trooped into the space in front, headed by the pick- 
pocket. 

" There he stands ! " shouted the latter, pointing at 
Austin. " I'll take my davy it's Conyers — the bloke 
that's got moat of us put away." 

They fa^an to crowd up menacingly, but Austin saw 
out of the corner of his eye that his coup had come off. 
Dan Light had entered with the rest, and was regarding 
him with a puzzled stare. Mr. Murch, from selfish 
motives, gained the requisite delay. 

" Outside, gentlemen, please. For my sake settle 
any differences you may have outside," pleaded the 
landlord. 

Austin stood his ground, and then, with an affected 
start, broke into a well-feigned guffaw. 

" What cheer, old pal ? " he cried, seizing the bur- 
glar's hand. " Put these barmy coves right, like a good 
chap. I dropped into the address you gave in the 
hope of talking over a bit of biz, and this is the recep- 
tion I get. I call it rough." And under his breath he 
contrived to add, "News from Owynant." 

Dan's gaze swept round the flushed faces of his boon 
companions, finally settling with withering contempt 
on the pickpocket. " You silly young cockerel 1 " he 
sneered. " This is my old chum the Homsey Demon, 
as keen a cracksman as ever twiddled a centre-bit. 
'Taint his fault that^ through living in north london 
and doing a aeven-year stretch, be ain't known at the 
* Fiddlers.' " 

" Gome to think of it, I know the Demon ; I can 
Touch for him, gents," Mr. Murch earned Auistin's grat- 
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itude by aaaerting. The landlord had beard from Dan 
bow tbe joung " mouthpiece " had saved his life, aod 
he gnesaed that tbe visit boded no harm to bis hostelry 
or to bia customers. 

80 the crisis passed in much ridicule of the crest- 
fallen pickpocket, and Dan invited the Homsey Demon 
into t^ inner room. 

" Touch and go, sir," he whispered, when the re- 
pentant Miss Sella had supplied them with refresb- 
ments in a secluded comer. " There are some here who 
would knife you if tbey tumbled. Why ever did you 
speak in your natural voice ? " 

" I waa compelled to rouse that young rascal's sua- 
picion, in order to get you to allay it," Austin replied. 
" If I had asked for you I couldn't have given a 
name you'd have known, so I thought I'd have my 
own sent in — by some one else. It worked beauti- 
fully." 

" It would have worked tbe other way if I hadn't 
been in the pub," said Dan. " And now about 6wy- 
nant! There's nothing wrong with my kid ? " 

" He was all right when I left," said Austin. " The 
trouble is about a friend of bis — Miss Learoyd, the doe- 
tor's daughter." 

Dan's manner stifTened. " She was good to tbe nip- 
per. I should be sorry to hear that ill had come to 
ber," be replied. 

" She is missing — ^to all appearances, rim away from 
home," said Austin, watcbing the conflict of emotions 
on tbe ez-convict's face. 

" You don't mean it," Dan ejaculated. 

" Yes, and people are saying that it is because she 
poisoned Sir Michael Pentreath ; and tbe body is about 
to be examined." 

Dan leaned back, and with great deliberation at- 
tended to tbe ashes of his twopenny " amoke." Then 
he looked up suddenly and asked: 
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" Why do you risk your life to come to the ' Fid- 
dlers ' to tell me this ? " 

" Becaufle," said Austin elowly, " I hoped you might 
have picked up some threads while you were at Gwy- 
nant. I thought you might help me to allay the anx- 
iety of the friends of this unfortunate girl." 

Ban had got his cigar to work again now. He took 
one or two triumphant puffs and replied : 

" So I can, sip, and welcome. Servants' talk, you 
know. Prond and honoured that you came to me. The 
young lady needn't have done a bolt at alL It isn't 
against her there'll be a charge." 

" Against whom, then t " 

" Wild 'oeaea wouldn't drag that from me — even for 
yon, sir," replied Dan, with a snap of his jaw. 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 

IV THE SHCOOLEKS' HOLD. 

EoTTOH-HEWK walla of solid rock ; a vaulted roof of 
rock, to which a rude ladder ran up from the rocky 
floor ; a great circular block of blackened oak to form a 
table; and a few ancient wooden chairs — the whole 
dimlj lit by an oil bracket-lamp. 

Such were the first salient features of the scene oa 
which Helen Learoyd'a aching eyes opened after what 
seemed to her an interminable sleep. Little hj little 
the last circumstances of her waking hours came back 
to her, till, alive to the horror of her position, she 
started up in anguish of soul, only to fall back on sn 
improvised couch of rugs and blankets in sheer exhaus- 
tion of body and mind. 

She lay still, and, up to the point where everything 
became blank, remembered all. How she had gone 
forth, on the strength of Ann Watson's message, to meet 
her lover in the confident hope that a verbal explanation 
would enable him to refute the dark hints which Vam- 
dyke had let fall about him. How she had seen what 
she believed to be the hand of Harold beckoning to her 
from the railings of the Haunted Tower. How she 
had hurried forward to greet him, and had been seized 
unawares by violent bands. How a dru^ed handker- 
chief had been pressed to her face, and she had known 
no more. 

So potent had been the drug that her brief stru^le 

had ceased before she had time to recognise the averted 

face of her assailant But now, as she recovered from 

her stupor, she was able to recall the principal factor 
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tliat had made her auch an easy prey. The man who 
had hurried her footsteps with that beckoning hand 
had worn a long, light-coloured duat-coat, such an one as 
ahe knew Harold to possess. 

Presently she made another effort^ and feeling a little 
stronger, was able to rise and look around her. Her 
first impressions of the dimly lighted interior were con- 
firmed, hut they gained in detail. From the solidity 
of the walla ahe guessed that she was in a subterranean 
chamber hollowed out of the rock, while a dull booming 
of wavee, distant and far below her, told that she was 
within earshot of the seashore. 

But the material objects in her prison-house filled her 
with a graver sense of apprehension. There was an in- 
congruity between the main features of her aurrouud- 
in^, the latter all redolent of musty age, and certain 
modem articles which hinted at preparation for her de- 
tention for a conaiderahle period. 

In one comer of the apartment lay several kegs, 
hoopleas and mouldering, and with their heads stove in; 
in another was a tangled coil of rotten rope; from iron 
holdfasts driven into the walls depended half a dozen 
sets of decaying hameaa of ancient pattern; the brass 
butt of a rusty, bell-month flint-lock pistol banging on 
a nail caught a glint from the lamp's feeble ray. But, 
in sharp contrast to these paraphernalia of a bygone age, 
a new oil cooking-stove occupied a prominent position 
on the floor, while neatly stacked round it rows of tinned 
meats and biscuits and condensed milk, with flanking 
parcels of tea and sugar, were ranged. 

With feverish curiosity Helen examined the bed on 
which she bad been lying, and the suggestion of careful 
preparation was again revealed. The I)lankets and ruga 
were brand-new, some of them atill bearing the tickets 
of a well-known St. Eodwell draper. 

Then her gaze sought the trap-door in the rocky ceil- 
ing, and, though she knew it was hopeless, she mounted 
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the ladder and tried to raise it. As she had expected, it 
reeisted her puny efforts, the heavy, iron-bound square 
being evidently bolted on the outside. She saw with a 
fresh thrill of fear traces that there had been bolts on 
the inside, but that they had been wrenched off — doubt- 
less to prevent her from refusing admission to her un- 
known captor. 

Descending the ladder, she searched the granite walls 
on the chance of finding eame other outlet None snch 
that could serve as a means of escape did she find, but 
at one spot, a foot above her head, she perceived a tiny 
ray of daylight that filtered through a narrow loophole 
in the rock. Here at least was promise of learning 
where she was, and in frantic haste she brou^t a chair 
and, standing on it, peered through the slit 

Wide though the view she obtained, it told her 
nothing of the actual locality of her cage, for every* 
where, as far as her straining eyes could reach, was a 
vast expanse of heaving sea, many hundred feet below. 
80 much, and nothing more, the loophole informed her 
— that she was imprisoned high up in the face of the 
cliff in a chamber that had been fashioned by men's 
hands years and years ago, but which bad been made 
ready for occupation perhaps no longer ago than yester* 
day. 

Yes, one other thing she learned from the sunlight 
dancing on the foam-Secked waves. She must have lain 
in her drugged trance through many hours, for her bogus 
tryst had been at midnight, and ^ had been punctual 
to her time. 

Suddenly, just as she had descended from the chair 
and was about to renew her search, a clang of metal 
caused her to look upwards. It was tbe pulling back 
of the bolts of the trap-door, which was now slowly 
raised, showing, not as for one wild moment she bad ex- 
pected, the free light of heaven, but a darkness black as 
ink by contrast with the feebly lit space below. 
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Then, with bated breath, yet with a singular sense of 
gladness that a plain issue would now confront ber, she 
vatched a pair of long, lean 1^ swing down through 
the aperture, followed by the hated garment that re- 
vealed the already half-guessed personality of her cap- 
tor. Yea, it was her father's medical assistant, Mr. 
Sergius Vamdyke, who came down, face forward, four 
runga of the ladder, and there stopped. 

Sealising her helplessness, as long as he barred her 
exit by the ladder, Helen determined that, come what 
might, she would not compromise her dignity t>y vain 
pleadings and protests. She stood motionless, and 
waited for him to speak. Let the scoundrel show his 
hand — a hand which she felt intuitively threatened her 
Harold as much, if not more than, herself. 

Vamdyke seemed in no hurry to open the conflict 
The smouldering fire from his deep-sunk eyes flickered 
warily round the vault, as if he were mentally follow- 
ing his prisoner's actions since ber awakening. At last 
it was the eight of the chair under the loophole that gave 
him his cue for speech. 

" You have been endeavouring to locate your where- 
abouts, I perceive, Miss Learoyd," he said, with a lift 
of his hairless brows. 

" An intelligible curiosity, is it not! " replied Helen, 
wondering if her voice sounded natural. 

" One, at any rate, that shall be gratifled," came 
down the croaking rejoinder. " You are in a strong- 
hold of the eighteenth-century smu^lers under the 
Haunted Tower, which I hit on by chance shortly after 
my engagement by your father. You have probably 
been thinking that it baa been got ready especially for 
your reception. In that you would be in error, for I 
provisioned it with a view of making it my citadel in 
case of a certain emergency." 

" In case you were wanted by the police, I presume," 
said Helen quietly. To goad him into open hostility, 
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vithout criaging or throwing herself upon a mercj that 
did not exist, began to be a craze with her. 

But Vamdyke was not t» be goaded. " You are 
nearer the truth than perhaps you imagine," he replied 
with one of his grating laughs. " But I did not come 
to handy pleasantries of that sort, Miss Learoyd. I 
came to enlighten yon on a few matters on which you 
are dying to question me, but which a very pretty pride 
forbids you to press. I came also to repeat, with certain 
amplifications and modifications, a proposal which I had 
the honour to lay before you a short time ago — unsuc- 
cessfully. I hope for better luck this time," 

No answer came, but to the man poised vulture-like 
on the ladder a shrinking of the brave little figure be- 
low, a half turn to the crevice in the rock, and a hunted 
look in the wan face upturned to him gave encourage- 
ment. 

" As to your detention in my chance-found refuge," 
he went on, " it became necessary the moment you 
threatened to interfere with certain plans of mine by 
taking on your own shoulders the blame of Sir Michael 
Pentreafli's death. That threat of yours, by the way, 
I hare taken the liberty to expand into a confession of 
mnrder, and as such I have paased it on to Sir Harold, 
who, in common with moat other people, will attribute 
your disappearance to guilty fears." 

Helen, at this apparent flaw in his statements, was 
eurprised into speech. " If Sir Harold will believe 
that, which he never will, what beccHoea of your asser- 
tion that he was guil^ i " she aslrad. 

But for all the impression she made, she might as 
well have hurled heraelf against the granite walls of the 
smugglers' den. " I don't think I went so far as to say 
that Sir Harold was guilty," Vamdyke aneered down 
at her. " Only that he could be proved guilty, which 
after all amoimts to much the same thing. The fact is 
that that rash young baronet posseaaes certain knowl- 
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edge which could have mined mj prospects, and I had 
in self-defence to embroil him in a trouble of his own 
which would draw his sting. Doctor Learoyd's addic- 
tion to the whiskey decanter provided an opportnni^. I 
know as well as you do that Sir Michael Pentreath died 
throu^ strophantbus being put into bis sleeping- 
drau^t instead of distilled water. The situation 
suited me exactly. You couldn't clear Sir Harold with- 
OQt implicating the old gentleman." 

Helen made no answer, and the ruthless voice went 
on: 

" I found that in making the proposition I did to 
you I had tried you too far. I confess that by your 
charming act of self-sacrifice you for the moment took 
the wind out of my sails. I bad to revise matters a lit- 
tle, and the revision entailed tbe trifling ruse which has 
made you my guest." 

" But Harold's message 1 " faltered Helen, in danger 
of breaking down tmder the fiendish ingenuity arrayed 
against her. 

" The messenger, Ann Watson, happens to be my 
MSter, and my devoted ally," said Vamdyke, and seiz- 
ing upon the signs of weakening he pushed bis advan- 
age. 

" This afternoon," he proceeded, " an information 
against Harold Pentreath has been laid with the police. 
The blow win fall upon him in a day or two, as soon 
as the (!h>vemment analysts have examined die body. 
You know what they are likely to find there. It rests 
with you to save Pentreath from the scaffold — by a 
much easier process than the unfilial one of accusing 
your father of negligently poisoning hia patient" 

Helen drew back and clutched for support at the old 
oak block on which dead-and-gone smugglers had ca- 
roused. The sullen booming of the waves below formed 
the only prelude to the infamous demand. 

" Give me a line to your father, saying that you have 
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run away with me, and that we are about to be married. 
Hint that jou have taken this course out of disgust at 
bis drunken habits, which you are able to prove caused 
, the death of Sir Michael. Armed with that in your 
handwriting, I ghall be able to extract a sum of money 
from the Doctor which will start us in South America. 
There is plenty of scope for an English medical man 
in Brazil or the Argentine." 

There was no reply. With heaving boeom the girl 
Btood looking up at the gaunt figure sitting on the lad- 
der, with the hideous head crunched between the bony 
knees. 

" A bargain is a bargain," continued the raucous 
voice. " Possibly I have omitted to mention the most 
tempting side of mine. As soon as the bibulous Doctor 
has signed bis cheque I shall take measuies which will 
quash the evidence that otherwise will overwhelm Sir 
Harold Pentreatb." 

Eut Helen was swaying to and fro like a pale lily 
shaken by a summer storm, and so swooned gently to 
the rocky floor with a terrible conviction buzzing 
through her clouding brain that she would never have 
been told so much if, unyielding, she was to be allowed 
to leave her prison tdive. 

Vamdylw ran quickly down the remaining mngB of 
the ladder, and, taking her wrist between his talon-like 
finger and thumb, counted the pulse beats. Then, after 
placing a rug beneath her head, be climbed to the trap- 
door and was gone. 
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CHAPTER XXVIIL 

THB FIBS AT THE VESTBT. 

Two days after the Chief Constable's call at Pen- 
treath Castle, Harold was moodily strolling in the ave- 
nue leading from the main entrance gates to the man- 
sion, when a dog-cart turned into the drive. At sight of 
the young haronet the vehicle was slowed down, and 
presently stopped abreast of him, showing the occupants 
to he Inspector Portman and two constables in uniform. 

The Inspector saluted with a slightly exa^erated 
respect. " Colonel Dalbiac will have prepared you for 
my errand, Sir Harold, thou^ as a matter of strict 
duty we were not bound to come to you at all," he 
began. 

" Out with it, man ! Tour preposterous chief has 
obtained the exhumation order}" Harold exclaimed, 
turning pale> but curbing his impalse to strike this 
smug official, whose whole manner betokened veiled 
insolence. 

" The order arrived from the Home Office to-day," 
proceeded the inspector glibly. " It is addressed to the 
Vicar as the custodian of the church. I am on the way 
to him now, but Colonel Dalbiac desired — we all de- 
sire — to treat you and your honoured family with every 
consideration, so I looked in to apprise you of what 
would be going on. There would be no objection to you 
being present during the earlier stages — the disinter 
ment, I mean." 

" That will do. Quit my premises, please," thun- 
dered Harold, beside himself with his impotence to pre- 
vent what he still hoped, in spite of the gosaip in the 
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Tillage and Helen's unaccountable absence, would prove 
to be a needless desecration. 

Portman wheeled the dog-cart round, and drove back 
to the open highway without another word, but with a 
hard glint in his eye that was not for the mare between 
the shafts. A little way from the lodge gates he stopped 
again, and beckoned to a fuatian-clad individual who 
was lounging under a tree at the roadside. 

" Keep a doubly sharp lookout to-day, Cook," he 
said when the man came up. " You have got your 
bicycle i " 

" Yes, sir — hidden in the hedge in that field." 

" Good. If he leaves the grounds on foot, follow 
him on foot; but if he drives out, follow him on the 
machine, and should he lead you to the railway station 
book by the same train. Don't lose him, as you value 
your place in the force. Comttable Bobbins is in plain 
clothea at the west gate on to the moor. I'll have you 
both relieved by others in due course." 

With which Mr. Portman whipped up and drove on 
for the Vicarage, well satisfied with the course events 
were taking. The taste of his self-imposed " civility " 
was sweet in his mouth, but he wb& going to humble the 
Pentreaths considerably more before he had done with 
them. 

In the meanwhile Harold walked back to the house 
and shut himself up in the library, avoiding his mother 
and sister — not from unkindness, but because he would 
not harrow them with the knowledge that what they 
had been dreading for the last two days was actually 
taking place. It was already late in the afternoon, and 
at dinner he would have to meet them and bell them, 
but for so long they should have a respite. 

At six o'clock the Vicar was announced, and Harold 
overcame bis reluctance to admit him. The Reverend 
Robert Tywardreatb was an undoubted friend of the 
family, and if he was a little wanting in tact his mo- 
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tives were above suspicion. Besides, he might bring 
□em. 

" My dear boy," b^;an the old man, who had known 
Harold from childhood, " I came up to tell you diat 
Portman ia really behaving very well. Hia inoompre- 
heneible duty is being carried out with a reverence 
and — er — decency for which I should have hardly given 
him credit" 

" It is cruel — too cruel, to my mother and all of us," 
said Harold. " I wish to heaven, Mr. Tywardreath, I 
had stayed in India, fighting the tribe^nen. Somehow, 
my return seems to have been the signal for disaster to 
myself and all dear to me." 

The old clergyman had no particular comfort to 
give. Truth to tell, be had heard the village gossip and 
was more than a little exercised over the strange occur- 
rences in his parish. But he had come up in sheer good 
nature to apprise his friends at the castle of what he 
had been forced to permit at the church, and after a 
futile attempt at consolation he proceeded to disburden 
himself. 

" It is right that you should know that the coffin baa 
been removed from the vault and placed in the vestry," 
he said. " There it will remain, unopened, till the ar- 
rival to-morrow morning of the ofBcial analyst from 
Xondon, who is to travel down by the night mail. He ia 
a busy man, and this course has been adopted to 
aave him from having to wait during the disinter- 
ment. Inspector Portman assures me that the coffin 
.will be refastened and restored to its niche in the 
vault directly Professor Terka has — er — seen the 
'remains." 

" And how long are we to be kept in suspense for his 
report i I am on fire to confound Dallaac and that idiot 
Portman -with the folly of their proceedings," said 
Harold angrily. 

But on that point the Vicar could give no informa- 
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tian, and shortly afterwards took his departure, mur- 
muring Bucli commonplaces as occurred to him. 

Mr. Tywardreatb's communj cation had this effect, 
however, that Harold decided not to inform Lady Pen- 
treath and Owen till next day of what had been done. 
There was no reason why their distress should be pro- 
longed by telling them anything that night, when noth- 
ing more objectionable than the removal of the coffin to 
the vestry had taken place. It would be easier, as well 
as kinder, only to tell them when the unpleasantness 
was a thing of the past, and the body had been once for 
all returned to its last reeting-place. 

He made an effort, therefore, to effect a spurious 
cheerfulness at dinner, and, though conscious that 
Owen's sharp eyes watched him with affectionate con- 
cern, he succeeded at least in raising bis mother's 
spirits. When the three were alone together, after the 
retirement of the servants, the subject tliat was in all 
their minds was tabooed by conunon consent, and at last 
Harold went back to the library, glad that he had spared 
his loved ones a sleepless night. 

He had sat smoking, and trying in vain to read, for 
some time, when Ann Watson, dressed in walking cos- 
tume, surprised him by entering without the formality 
of knocking at the door. The woman's demeanour was 
at all times so correct that it did not require the traces 
of excitement on her sallow face to sug^st that some- 
thing out of the common had caused the omission. 

She came in with rapidly gliding steps, then stopped 
diffidently, as though remembering her place. " I beg 
your pardon, Sir Harold ; I do not know if I have done 
right in coming first to you," she said. 

" I can beet judge of that when you tell me what is 
the matter," replied her master. 

" I have just seen Miss Learoyd — at least not twenty 
minutes ago," was the startling announcement that 
brought Harold to his feet with a bound. 
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" Where ? " he asked, breathing hard. 

" I had leave from the housekeeper to go down to 
the village to post a late letter," Ann replied. " I took 
the short cut home through the churchyard, and half 
waj between the two lych gates, on turning the angle 
of the vestry wall, I came full on Miss Learoyd. 
Though it was almost dark, I was so close to her that I 
am sure that I was not mistaken." 

" Was ^e walking fast^ or loitering about as though 
ehe meant to stay there ? " enquired Harold, glancing at 
the clock and moving towards the door. 

"Loitering, I should say, sir; though she quickened 
her pace as she passed me," Ann replied, standing aside 
for him to go out 

" You did quite right in coming to me, and not a 
word of this to a soul, please, till — till something defi- 
nite is known," said Harold hoarsely, passing into the 
corridor, all heedless of the curious smile which the 
parlour-maid flung after him as she turned towards the 
servants' quarters. 

He went on to the entrance-hall, treading softly as 
he passed the drawing-room door, and having hitched 
a cap off the stand went out into the night There were 
two ways he could take to the churchyard — one, the 
shortest, through the lodge gates, and hy the hi^road 
into the village ; the other and longer, by the west gate 
on to the moor, and so by a detour into a lane that would 
bring him to the church without passing any habitation. 
After a moment's hesitation he chose the latter route. 
If he was to find Helen, he must be sure that she wanted 
to be found before others knew of the finding. 

He hurried along the shrubbery walk, and went out 
by the west gate on to the moor. The click of the latch 
as he pulled it to behind him drowned a rustle in the 
heather by the ditch under the fence a score of yard)> 
away, so that he neither saw nor heard a dark figure 
that rose and stole silently on bis tracks. The Haunted 
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Tower, grim and lonely, on the sky-line a mile away, 
had no message for him, nor was it his goal. Turning 
sharply to the right, he struck into a moorland path 
which presently brought him to the lane. 

His thoughts were ahead, or surely he would have 
noticed the clumsy shadowing of the figure that flitted 
persistently fifty paces behind. But the prospect of 
meeting Helen, and of hearing from her own lips the 
secret of her disappearance, dominated him to the ex- 
clusior of all else- — even of the fact that his quest would 
lead him close to where his father's body lay waiting 
the examination of the London specialist. 

So intent was his mind on having speech with his 
lost love that it escaped him that there might be signifi- 
cance in her reappearance so near the first scene in the 
solving of the mystery with which public rumour con- 
nected her. 

As he approached the churchyard the clock in the old 
Norman turret struck ten, and he knew that it must 
have grown much darker since Ann Watson was there, 
for now it would be impossible to recognise any one 
six feet away. Passing through the lych-gate he 
could hardly see the white headstone nearest the 
path. 

The path on this side of the church ran straight to a 
door in the centre of the nave, then branched off at right 
angles, and at right angles again, round the chancel 
and the projecting annex of the vestry, from which 
point it struck out in a straight line once more through 
the churchyard for the other lych-gate on the opposite 
side. 

Harold had reached a spot halfway between the 
church door and the angle of the chancel wall, when, 
in the direction of the latter, he heard a faint but un- 
mistakable " crunch " on the gravel. Hurrying onward, 
he rounded the comer without seeing any one, nor, as 
he sped under the great east window, did the gloom of 
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night reveal b> biin the source of that tmdoubted foot- 
fall. 

But tuming the next comer, thou^ he saw nodiiiig, 
be heard the tinkle of broken glaaB from the vestry 
annex that loomed ahead, and as he mabed forward hu 
noetrila were assailed by the pungent, acrid smell of 
burning wool soaked in petroleum. One of the panes 
in the vestiy window had been smashed, and from the 
Ulterior came the reflection of a dull but increasing 
flame; 

Then, and then only, was it brought home to him 
that inside that room lay bis father's oofiSn, removed 
from the vault beneath the chanceL And that lambent 
flame was licking higher and higher, threatening to fnw- 
tnite Colonel Dalbiac and Inspector Fortman's inten- 
tions, and destroy all traces — of what! 

And Helen ( Where was Helen i And who had done 
this thingf 

He was standing transfijted vrith the horror of bis 
self-questioning — of what to do — when a grufF voice 
fell on his ear. 

" What's up, air t" 

" Who are you ? " cried Harold, wheeling round full 
of suspicion. 

" Police-constable Bobbins, Sir Harold, from St. 
Bodwell," replied the man who had followed him from 
the park fence. " Why, bless me, if some one harai't 
set the church afiiel " 
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CHAPTEK XXIX. 

MBB. postman's VISITOR. 

The sei^ant in temporaiy charge of tbe police station 
at St Bodwell was yawning over a newspaper, when 
the constable on duty at the door came in and said that 
a gentleman from London wished to see Inspector Port- 
man. Tbe announcement was followed by Austin Con- 
yers in person. 

" Tbe Inspector bas gone over to Gwynant on special 
duty," the sergeant replied. " I don't know when be is 
to be expected back — probably not till late. Can I do 
anything for you, sir!" 

" Thank you, no ; my business with Mr. Portman is 
of a private nature," said Austin, after a swift survey 
had told him that time would only be wasted by tiying 
to pump tbe sergeant. This heavy ox-eyed, stupid- 
looking subordinate was not likely to have been trusted 
by his superior with the inner details of the case he was 
working up. 

" If your business is unofficial, sir, perhaps you would 
like to see Mrs. Portman. You can make out tbe bouse 
from this window — tbe one on tbe other side of the 
street, with tbe green Venetians," said the obliging ser- 
geant 

Austin thanked him and withdrew, undecided whether 
or not to adopt the suggestion. He took a turn up tbe 
street to consider. His failure to elicit anything definite 
from Dan Light at the " Three Fiddlers," beyond the 
fact that a grave charge was banging over some one other 
than Helen Learoyd, had brought him back to Cornwall 
impressed with the seriousness of the situation, and 
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determined to probe it to the quick. He had left the 
train at St Rodwell intending to use hia position as a 
Treasury counsel to induce Portman to tell bim wb; an 
exhumation was necessary in the case of Sir Michael. 
The Inspector's absence at Gwynant pointed to some 
sort of crisis having arrived which, in the interests of 
his friends at the Castle, might make his presence there 
desirable. 

At the same time, the chance of a chat with the in- 
spector's wife was not to be despised, even at the risk of 
making him late in reaching the Castle. He had handled 
all sorts of women in the witness-box, and it was just 
possible, if she had received her husband's confidence, 
that ten minutes with her might be worth more than half 
an hour with the Inspector. Reflecting that no arrest 
could be made till the exhumation order had been acted 
on, he decided to postpone his departure for Gwynant 
and to call at the house with the green blinds. 

He was about to cross the street towards it, when the 
door was opened, and a stout man of a humorous cast of 
countenance came out, rubbing his hands complacently. 
There was a fleeting vision of a saturnine woman closing 
the door, and then Austin acted on one of his impulses. 

" Can you tell me, sir," he said, intercepting the de- 
parting visitor, " if Mrs. Portman lives there, and if I 
am likely to find her at home ! " 

Mr. Shapcott, the facetious chemist, who had just been 
listening to a lecture on the fallibility of a tonic he had 
supplied, stopped and struck a theatrical attitude. 

" That, sir, is Mrs. Portman's domicile, and Mrs. 
Portman is within," he replied. " May I ask if you 
are traveling in bile or in nerves S " 

" I don't quite understand," Austin lauded. 

" Allow me to explain," said Mr. Shapcott, who, next 
to his dinner, loved the sound of his own witticisms. 
" The good lady within, to whom I have the honour to 
fill the honourable ofBce of purveyor of patent remedies, 
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bas been expressing dissatisfaction with my warefl. I 
advised her to try the London wholesale houses and write 
for a wide range of samples. I thought jou might have 
taken time by the forelock and scented her out, don't 
you know." 

Austin gave the jocular chemist his due meed of 
lau^ter and left him with a vague diaclaimer of having 
commercial interests in the maladies named. Vague, 
because the disclosure of Mrs. Portman's hypochondria- 
cism had given him his clue for dealing with her, and be 
meant to introduce himself as a representative of " The 
Badtcal Kejuvenator." 

He had never heard of this empiric till the journey 
down, when he had been amused by the exuberant 
promises of perpetual youth held out in the whole-page 
advertisement which bad caught his eye. 

A resounding use of the polished brass knocker 
brought him face to face with the universal sufferer. It 
being the downtrodden drudge's "evening out," Mrs. 
Portman opened the door herself, and thawed percep- 
tibly at sight of the visitor's genial face and neat tweed 
suit. 

" I will not apolo^se for intruding so late in the day, 
madam, because, unless you happen to be one of those 
happy mortals without any bodily ailment, I bring you 
news of the utmost importance," Austin began senten- 
tiously. " I am calling on a few of the prominent resi- 
dents to introduce the merits of the Radical Bejuvenator 
— a new remedy to which the most insidious diseases 
succumb as by magic." 

The last words of his sonorous platitude were spoken 
in Mrs. Portman's parlour, to which, at the first inkling 
of bis professed business, she eagerly led the way. His 
imagination, aided by what he could recollect of the 
advertisement did the rest, and in less than two minutes 
he had got an absorbed listener to the virtues of the 
Eejuvenator. 
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" How much is it? I'll take a bottle with pleamire," 
Mrs. Portman exclaimed as soon as he paused for breath. 

" Oh, I dou't carry it about with me to sell. You can 
procure it throu^ the ordinary chamielfl," replied 
Austin with dignity. " It would be better for you to 
obtain our pamphlet first and gee if you really need 
it — by comparing your symptoms with our list of 
cures," 

" I've got nearly all symptoms and most diseases," 
said the lady sadly. " At present I mostly suffer from 
nervous debili^, brought on by worry." 

" The wife of a highly placed and responsible officer 
must be singularly liable to worry," said Austin sym- 
padietically. " The dangers to which your husband is 
subjected in the exercise of his calling, the irregular 

" It's not the irregular hours ; it's his irregular con- 
duct that upsets me," interrupted Mrs. Portman, with a 
savage scowl for her absent spouse. " For a sly-faced 
hussy to come here pretending it's busineas, and him tak- 
ing ber over to the station to philander where I couldn't 
follow — why, though it's five days ago, I am trembling 
with palpitation still, to say nothing of breaking out into 
cold sweats at ni^t" 

Versed in self-control as Austin was, he had yet much 
ado to subdue a tell-tale start. Five days almost to the 
hour must have elapsed since the information was laid 
that set the Chief Constable in motion. It was more 
than likely that it had been laid at the very interview 
which had aroused the jealousy of this dyspeptic virago, 
and he set to work to humour her indignation, and at the 
same time to " draw " her, with such success that he was 
soon in possession of a tolerably accurate description of 
Ann Watson. He recognised it the more easily because 
the parlour-maid at Fentreath Castle had been much 
in bis mind since the rescue of Dan Light from the ris- 
ing tide, when, in spite of Owen's contrary assertion, he 
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bad been convinced that Ann was the woman tbey had 
seen at the top of the cliff. 

A little ekilful skirting round the fringe of the snbject 
sufficed to tell him that Mrs. Portman was ignorant of 
ber husband's business at Gwynant, and that she could 
give him no direct information about the exhumation 
order. But I^ indirect means he had got more than he 
had expected from bis call, and be presently took his 
leave, consistently singing the praises of the " Be- 
juvenator." 

" Ask your own chemist for it, Mrs. Portman ; it will 
put quite a different ccnnplexion " 

" There's nothing wrong with my complexion^ I 
hope," interjected the inspector's wife, bridling. 

" Upon your husband's conduct, I was going to aay," 
Austin concluded gravely, as be bowed himself out into 
the waning light of the summer day. 

Glancing at his wateb, he saw that it was nearly eight 
o'clock. If he chartered a fly and drove over to Pen- 
treath CasUe he wouJd disturb them in the middle of 
dinner, for, in bis hopes of surprising Portman's eecret, 
be had not announced his return. As he had left his bag 
at the railway station, the best plan seemed to he to get a 
chop at the " Swan," and continue Ms journey to Gwy- 
nant by the next train, due at half-past nine. 

This was the course that he adopted, with the result 
that he was set down at the village station shortly before 
ten o'clock, and sterted at once to walk to the Castle. 
Choosing the route running by the church, he waa pass- 
ing the most frequented of the two lych-gatea — not the 
one by which a few minutes earlier Harold had entered 
the churchyard — ^when he heard the gate softly opened, 
A moment later some one brushed by him in the dark- 
ness and went running up the deserted street. 

Austin instinctively strained his eyes after the in- 
visible fugitive, hut failing to get sight of him was dis- 
missing the occurrence as of no account when other foot- 
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steps sounded in die churchyard, and two men rushed 
through the lych-gate, making for the vicarage on the 
other side of the road. 

"I hope to Heaven they haven't all gone to bed," 
panted one of them in a well-known voice. 

" Harold ! What's wrong i " cried Austin. 

" Vestry is on fire — going for the keys," was the ade- 
quate, yet disquieting, reply that floated back iiom one 
of the mnners. 

Austin had not long to wait before Harold and the 
plain-clothes constable returned, accompanied by Mr. 
Tywardreath, armed vrith a lantern and the keys. In 
less than a minute the four men entered the vestry, and 
found that there was a good deal more emoke than fire. 
Through the broken window a bundle of paraffin-soaked 
wool had been hurled, but it had nearly smouldered out 
on the stone fioor. A few vigorous stamps extinguished 
the fire. 

" There wouldn't have been much mischief done — ■ 
even if it hadn't been discovered," said the Vicar, look- 
ing nervously ronjid at the coffin on the trestles. " The 
attempt was none the less a dastardly one." 

Harold made no attempt to explain his presence in 
the churchyard, nor did the plain-clothes constable, who 
stood sheepishly fingering the rim of his hat A strange 
constraint had fallen on all present, to which Austin 
put an end by curtly au^esting that they should leave 
the policeman in charge in case the attempt were re- 
peated. 

" I can't stay here, sir j I have got other orders," said 
the man respectfully, but firmly. 

Austin gave him a quick glance and shrugged his 
shoulders. He had noticed the coffin, and the undercur- 
rent of grave significance in the situation was apparent 
to him, as, indeed, it was to every one in the mouldy 
chamber. It was the Vicar who came to the rescue witli 
the sensible suggestion that they should call the local po- 
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liceman stationed in the village to watcli the church 
during the reat of the night. 

This the; did, going in a body to the constable's cot- 
tage doee by, and separating at that astonished officer's 
gat« as Boon as they bad started him to the church. The 
Viear and the plain-clothes man went with him, after 
bidding good-night to Uarold and Austin. 

The two young men set out for the Castle, by mutual 
consent tramping the silent highway to the lodge gates, 
with hardly the exchange of a word — ^with noting ap- 
prcaching question or explanation. Indeed, all Austin's 
faculties seemed to be unobtrusively concentrated on the 
Toad behind them — eyes, ears, and even hie sense of 
smell, which latter told him, in intermittent whiffs of 
threepenny shag wafted by the breeze on their backs, 
that Uiey were being shadowed home. 
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CHAPTER XXX 

THE mssma w:tkkss. 

" Wht have I come back ! I have come back becaose 
you aie Owen's brother and you are in danger," eaid 
Austin, in answer to Harold's wearily put question as 
soon as they reached the haven of Uie well-lighted 
library. " What has happened in the last half-hour has 
more than justified my return. You want a friend, old 
man, but he won't be much use unless you confide in 

That was just what Harold felt be could not do. All 
his care was for Helen. His faith in her was unshaken, 
but so was bis belief in the fiendish ingenuity of Vam- 
dyke. The arson at the vestry, at a time when he had 
reason to think that she was there, seemed to bim to 
point to some devilish plot against her, and it sealed his 
lips. 

" It is news to me that / em in danger," be said, with 
a slight emphasis on the personal pronoun. " You shall 
enlighten me when I have given orders about your bed- 
room." 

He rang the bell, and Austin hoped that the parlour- 
maid, who sometimes attended on the library, would 
answer the summons. It was, however, Seppings, the 
butler, who appeared and took the instructions. When 
be had retired, Harold sat down opposite his future 
brother-in-law, who had already seated himself in one 
of the large saddlebag armchairs that flanked the 
hearth. 

" How came you to be in the churchyard just now ! *' 
Austin began almiptly. 
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" There's no secret about that, so far as you are con- 
cerned," Harold replied, after a pause. " One of 
the maids who had been out during the evening 
came and told me that she had seen Helen Learoyd 
there^" 

" Ah I Which of the maids ? " came Anatin's eager 
question. 

" Ann Watson, the handsome, capable woman who 
used to wait on my father," said Harold in evidmS 
wonder. 

" Ah 1 " Austin ejaculated again. " I have been hear> 
ing some interesting facta about Ann Wateon this after- 
noon at St. RodweU. Now, my dear fellow, this quite 
confirms my view, and you must brace yourself for a 
shock." 

" Qo ahead I I am used to shocks nowadays," replied 
Harold, paling nevertheless under his friend's anxious 
gaze. 

" Ton are in a fair way to be accused of wilfully 
causing your father's death by poison — with a very nasty 
case to meet," said Austin impressively, and with a wary 
eye for the effect of a statement that would have stunned 
most innocent men. 

The effect on Harold Pentreath was the exact reverse. 
For one brief moment he stared hard at his informant ; 
then all the moodiness left his face and he said almost 
gaily: 

" That's a tall order, but it clears the air a bit I 
can't say that I feel much alarmed." 

But Austin Conyera refused to assimilate this lighter 
vein. Sitting back in his chair with half-closed eyes, be 
proceeded to point out the strength of the case which was 
developing. In doing so, it was necessary to begin at 
the wrong end and assume that the information which 
had caused the police to apply for an exhumation order 
was material. That it was so might be taken for granted. 
The Home Office would not lightly disturb the remaini 
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of a comity magnate whose death had been duly certi- 
fied by his regular medical attendant 

Working Imckwards then, as it were, Austin demon- 
strated what be bad done on receipt of Gwen's letter de- 
tailing the gossip connecting Helen with Sir Michael's 
death. He spoke of Dan Light, and of hie own 
suspicion that his old client's private affairs were aome- 
bow wrapped up in the mystery which he bad 
scented from the hour of Inspector Portman'a call on the 
day of the funeral. 

" He's a good chap, that burglar," said Harold, when 
he heard how Dan, at the " Three Fiddlers " on the 
previous night, bad laughed to scorn the nunours about 



" I shouldn't be too enthusiastic about bim yet He 
knows something, and he may be in league with the parQr 
who has his knife into you," replied Austin drily. 

And he went on to relate his visit to Mrs. Portman 
and his recognition, from her description, of Ami Wat- 
son as the woman who bad been closeted with the Inspec- 
tor the day when the information must have been laid. 

Above all, what had happened that evening showed 
the deadly and remorseless skiU with which the case was 
being got up. Austin was assured that Ann had not 
seen Helen at aU, but had used her name as a decoy to 
get Harold to the churchyard. 

" To throw on me the suspicion of having fired the 
vestry in order to obliterate the traces of my crime by 
burning my father's body," said Harold with a singular 
lack of resentment that was not lost upon his companion. 
" Well," be went on, " I confess that the great question 
with me remains : ' What has become of Helen ? why has 
she gone away i * Conscious that I have not poisoned 
my father, I am not greatly concerned about any charge 
that may be brought against myself. But Helen, man, 
Helen I Where does she fit into the puzzle I You who 
are so clever tell me that" 
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" I should be better able to do so if you would tell me 
■what you are keeping back from me," replied Auatin 
wiUi a tinge of annoyance. " In the meantime I have a 
Bbrewd auBpicion that the woman Wateon could inform 
U8 not only why Helen Learoyd disappeared, but where 
she is — if she chose." 

" Then, by Heaven, she shall tell us to-night — that 
and what treachery she has been up to with Portman," 
cried Harold, and, leaning over, he pressed the bell- 
push. 

" You are going to send for her at this time of night 
— eleven o'clock i " Austin asked, after a vain attempt to 
prevent him. " It would he wiser to wait till to-morrow, 
watch her narrowly, and then take her unawares. Send- 
ing for her so late will put her on her guard, for she ia, 
I believe, as clever as she ia unscrupulous." 

But the master of the house was not to be denied. " I 
don't care," he said excitedly. " If there is any one un- 
der this roof who knows where Helen is, I will know my- 
self before I go to bed. Seppings," he added, as the 
butler entered, " has Watson, the parlour-maid, gone to 
her room i " 

Austin Conyers took the cigarette from his lips and 
leaned forward in his chair, for there was that in the 
butler's face which promised fresh developments. 

" She ought to have gone up an hour ago, Sir Harold," 
the old servant replied imeasily. 

" Ought to ? What do you mean by that ? " 

" I hadn't meant to trouble you about it till the morn- 
ing. Sir Harold," Seppings exclaimed nervously. 
" When you gave orders twenty minutes ago to have a 
bedroom prepared for Mr. Conyers, I went to fetch Wat- 
son from her attic to attend to the matter. She was not 
there, and I had to rouse one of the other maids. I can- 
not find Watson anywhere in the Castle." 

" Has she removed her things i " Austin to<& upon 
himself to ask. 
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" Not her boxes, sir ; but tbe hoosekeeper, wbo has 
been se&Tching her room, sajs that a good many of her 
things are missing — such as could be carried in a fair- 
sized bundle," the butiw replied. 

" She came to me — here in the library — with a mes- 
sage at nine o'clock. She had her hat and jacket on, and 
said that she had been down to the village by permission 
of the housekeeper. Waa that true ? " enquired Harold, 
and receiving an answer in the afSrmative, he told Sep- 
pings to lock up the bouse and go to bed. 

" Well t " he added, as soon as be was alone with 
AustiD. 

The latter rose and stretched himself. " I don't like 
it," he said. " You were shadowed by that plain-clothea 
man to the churchyard, so that there will be a suspicion 
against you of having set fire to the vestry — a suspicion 
which my having seen, or rather heard, some one else 
leave the churchyard vrill not wholly dispel. This 
woman's flight, as I believe it to be, means tliat you can- 
not prove from her mouth your reason for being in the 
churchyard. But it means much more than that They 
will say that you have suborned her to keep out of the 
way, so that she may not be called to prove whatever she 
had told the police. 

" And we cannot make her reveal what she knows 
about Helen," groaned Harold. 

There fell a silence on the two young men, and then 
suddenly Austin moved to the door. " I am going out to 
see if I can discover any traces of Ann Watson," be said. 
" No, I would prefer to go alone ; but you can sit up for 
me if you like, and I should be glad if you would pro- 
vide me with a lantern and let me out of the back door." 

Harold assented grudgingly, end presently Austin 
found himself crossing the courtyard to the drive. At 
the oommenoement of the latter, where the flagstones of 
the quadrangle ceased, he stooped down and scrutinised 
the gravelj rising almost immediately with a sigh of sat- 
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isfaction. There had been a eli^t shower during the 
evening, and the softened gravel clearly showed the im- 
prints of a woman's boot 

The footmarks, which be followed easily by the li^t 
of the lantern, soon branched off from the broad sweep 
of the carriage-drive into the narrower and more tor- 
tuous shrubbery walk. They led the amateur tracker to 
the west gate on to the moor through which he passed, 
and saw at once that his pursuit had ended almost as soon 
as begun. The heather left no traces. He had estab- 
lished the fact that Ann Watson had quitted the 
premises, but her destination, even the initial direction 
of her flight, would have for the present to remain a 
mystery. 

He was about to retreat through the gate when he 
chanced to flash his lantern on a lurking figure sheltering 
under the park fence. It was the plain-clothes consta- 
ble who had followed Harold from the same spot to the 
churchyard earlier in the evening. 

" All right, my man ; no need to disturb yourself. I 
can give a ^jod guess at your instructions," laughed 
Austin as the fellow, who bad begun to quit his post of 
vantage, shrank back into the shadows on seeing who it 
was. 

" No offence, sir," said the constable sheepishly. 

" It isn't your fault that you are being kept out of bed 
on a fool's errand," Austin replied shortly, and instead 
of passing back through the gate he struck out across the 
moor. 

For this evidence of the persistency *ith which Har- 
old was being watched made him loath to return with 
nothing accomplished, and there were two things which, 
with luck, he might ascertain by prolonging hia mid- 
night ramble. It had occurred to him as possible that 
Helen Learoyd might never have left her father's house 
at all, and within the last few minutes he had wondered 
whether Ann Watson was in communication with her. 
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Ann being fixed in hie mind as the creator of the mis- 
chief, it seemed not unlikely that Helen was in aome way 
her dupe. 

The route by which the parlour-maid had left the 
Castle lent colour to Uie idea, for, excepting the Haunted 
Tower, the doctor's house was the nearest building to 
the western gate. For Doctor Learoyd's, therefore, he 
started, trusting in the chapter of accidents to aid the 
cause for which he meant to make a strenuous fight 

The trouble was that, save for a cunning maid-servant, 
who was probably playing second fiddle, he was fighting 
the air, and as he trudged through the knee-deep heather 
he voiced it in the muttered words : 

" If only I could drag the beggar, whoever he is, out 
into the open." Half a mile from ^e Haunted Tower, 
jardly visible now under a cloud-wracked sky, he struck 
the road, and presently came to the Learoyds' garden 
gate. Opening it softly, he more than half expected to 
see the house wrapped in darkness, but a surprise was 
in store for him. From the French window of the din- 
ing-room, which was open and uncurtained, a streak of 
mellow lamplight shone across the lawn, and in the room 
itaelf there reeled to and fro a vision of wildly tossing 
arms and dishevelled hair. 

" Apparently there's drink in the business," Austin 
said under his breath, as he stole, after assuring himself 
that the upper part of the house was in darkness, close 
to the window, near which a friendly bay-tree screened 
him. 

Aye, there was no mistake about the drink, his first 
glance told him. The Doctor was pacing the room, stag- 
ering in his gait, wild-eyed and talking to himself. An 
empty decanter stood on the sideboard, and near it a 
black bottle which had evidently been requisitioned to 
reinforce its exhausted and more aristocratic colleague. 
From the bottle the Doctor replenished his glass and 
broke out afresh : 
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" Got no daughter I Got plenty of whishkey — ^plenny 
of forgetfulnesh ! Wheresh Helen, I wonder ? Vam- 
dyke, he'sh goo' feller. Said he'd tell me to-night 
Wheresh Vanidyke ? " 

And then, aa if in answer to his question, the room 
door opened, and Vamdyke came in. Austin recc^ised 
him at once as the uncanny assistant who had asserted 
that he had met Helen on the road to St. ICodwell on the 
night of her disappearance. Vamdyke, who carried a 
small flask of tahloids in his hand, looked his employer 
over with professional appraisement 

" Feel hetter, sir, don't you ? " he said in as pleasant a 
voice as he could compass. " Got thoee figures out ? " 

Doctor Learoyd, a piteous mixture of grey-haired dig- 
nity and maudlin helplessness, clutched at {be table and 
steadied himself. 

"Yesh, me boy — figures all ri'. Two thousand 
pounds, I'm worth. Two thousand hard cash apart 
from the practice." 

" This sounds uncommonly li^ blackmail," Aastin 
thought, as he pressed closer to the window. 
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CHAPTER SXXL 

lODNIGHT BLAOEUAH.. 

Avsnv CoiTTEBS, peering througli the window &om 
behind the bay-tree, waited eagerly for Vamdyke'a reply 
to Doctor Learoyd'a atatemcnt of hia monetary poeition. 
But the aasistant seemed in no hurry to act on the infor- 
mation which be had evidently taken advantage of his 
employer^e condition to acquire. For the moment, hia 
principal care seemed to be to restore the inebriate to a 
state of sobriety. 

Extracting one of the tabloids from the bottle he bad 
brought ioto the room, be endeavoured to persuade the 
Doctor to swallow it. This was no easy task; for, after 
the fashion of persons so afflicted, Learoyd was under the 
impression that he was perfectly sober, and the sugges- 
tion to the contrary irritated him greatly. 

" Like your impudence — shaying I'm drunk," splut- 
tered the victim of intemperance. " Here, give me 
some more whiskey." 

Vamdyke surprised the unseen watcher by the iooon- 
sistency.of taking the glass held out to him and going to 
the sideboard with it, but then his motive was revealed. 
He slipped the tabloid into the mixture, shook it a little, 
and handed the tumbler back. 

The Doctor drained it greedily, and the povrerful 
drug had an almost instant effect. His speech cleared, 
he let go the support of the table, and wal^d, erect and 
steady, to the hearthrug. 

" That last one has just set me right," he said in his 
usual sonorous, well-modnkted tone. " Now, let me 
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Bee ; jou eame up late for mj notes on old Timotby Pol- 
sloe's case — at Lower Farmi " 

" So 1 " thought Austin. " He has fot^tton all about 
the prcmuse to reveal his daughter's whereabouts, and 
the question as to his means. That rascal plied him 
with those matters when he was drunk, and is going to 
take advantage of them now that he is sober, if I am not 
mistaken." 

That view was corroborated by Vamdyke's reply. " I 
must confess, sir, that Folsloe's case was only an excuse," 
be said, dropping the wheedling manner be bad adopted 
when the Doctor was in bis cups. " I have come to 
speak to you seriously about your daughter." 

" My dau^terl " the Doctor exclaimed. " What on 
earth can you know about her i " 

The unintentional emphasis on the " you," with its 
bint of superiority, exasperated Vamdyke to retaliate in 
kind. The individual who bad made the soubriquet of 
tiie " Long Medico " hated and feared even in criminal 
circles was not one to don the velvet glove when prepar- 
ing to take an adversary by the throat 

" I know a good deal about your daughter — ^more than 
any one else in the world," be replied, with an ugly con- 
traction of the bald eyebrows. 

" You know where she is ! " cried the Doctor, taking 
a step forward. 

" I da" 

"Where, then! Speak, man. What has come to 
you that you can torture me so even for a moment by 
withholding such news ! " 

" I do not mind telling yon that Miss Learoyd is in 
London, and that I am in daily communication with 
her," said Vamdyke coldly. " Her actual address there 
must remain a secret till — till you and I have come to a 
settlement about her. Doctor Learoyd." 

" I do not understand," replied the old man, passing 
bis hand over his forehead. 



234 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

" I am about to enlighten you," said Vamclyl%. 

And Austin Conyers, from hia bay-tree ambush, 
craned nearer still to the open window aa the lanky 
scoundrel gathered up his voluminous coat tails, and, 
with a great air of deliberation, sat down in his princi- 
pal's own easy chair. Not for a whole year's fees from 
his extensive practice at the bar would Austin have 
missed the scene in that lamp-lit room to which 
his eneif;etic handling of the Owynant mystery had 
led him. 

In five pregnant words the blow was struck that sent 
Doctor Learoyd reeling back against the mantelpiece. 

** Helen poisoned Sir Michael Pentreath." 

Waiting till the inarticulate outburst of incredulity 
that broke from the stricken man had died away, Vam- 
dyke proceeded to weave his web with circumstantial 
precision. A prince among liars, be had the subtle^ to 
wreathe the central falsehood with a modest fringe of 
truth. He began by repeating his distortion of actual 
facts in the assertion that Helen bad confessed the crime, 
and he " went one better " on what he had told Harold 
by adding to the supposed confession an admission of 
motive. Sir Michael had perished by her hand because 
he had opposed her marriage to Harold. 

!From these premises the " Long Medico " passed on 
to narrate how he had come to discover the girl's secret. 
Becalling to the Doctor's memory ihe night of the storm, 
when the groom had ridden over from the Castle for the 
sleeping-draught, he spoke to having assisted Helen 
home after her bicycle had been struck by lightning, and 
be described bow bis suspicions had been aroused that 
Helen was trying to overtake the groom, whom he had 
previously seen riding back to the Castle. 

An examination of the surgery shelves had shown him 
that the phial containing the deadly strophanthus had 
been changed from its usual position to that generally 
occupied by the harmless diluting fluid, so that the Doc- 
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tor, in compounding tbe draught, bad been tbe innocent 
agent of bis daughter's criminal intent 

" But supposing all this to be true, wbj did she ride 
after tbe groom 1 " groaned Learojd, and Austin strained 
his ears for the answer that seemed vital to the issue, and 
hard to concoct if the stoij was, as he felt assured it was, 
a tissue of lies. 

The answer came, though — pat and plausible. 
" That," croaked Vamdyke, " is the one redeeming 
point in her favour. After the groom started she re- 
lented, and did all in her power to overtake him and 
stop the draught from rea(^ing the patient Such, at 
least, was her explanation when I taxed her with tam- 
pering with tbe phials and obtained her confession." 

And with shameless impudence he proceeded to unfold 
bis plans for befriending tbe girl to whom he continually 
referred as " yonr unfortunate daughter." Her lapse, 
he avowed, had been bis opportunity. He had loved her 
from tbe first and had made her acceptance of him the 
condition of bia silence. At the first whisper of the 
exhumationbehad advised her flight to London, whither 
shortly he was to follow her. Seeing that a union with 
Sir Harold was now hopeless, and that, to use his own 
brutal phrase, he " held her honour and her life in tbe 
hollow of bis hand," she had assented. 

Doctor Learoyd, shaken as he was by secret drinking, 
seemed to ha^e no nerve for the horrid emergency. At 
the close of the indictment, be could only mop his 
clammy forehead and murmur hopelessly : 

" But if tbe police suspect enough to obtain an ex- 
humation order ^e will be traced and arrested i " 

" Not 80," returned Vamdyke, with a malevolent 
smile. " I think you will find that the police suspect 
some one else. While, with their usual obtuseness, they 
are trailing after a certain aristocratic red herring that 
baa been drawn across their path, I will engage to get 
Helen out of the country, provided — • — ■" 
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" Yes ? " the Doctor tried to shorten the Bignificant 
pause. 

" Ah I " thought the inrifiible watcher, " now we diall 
get it" 

" Provided you will supply the sinews of war to the 
extent of two thousand pounds. That amount will 
enable us to begin life afresh in South America under a 
new name," Vamdyke concluded bis sentence. 

" Ah I Ah 1 Ah 1 " came three sighs in quick suc- 
cession, inaudible in the room, but strong enough to 
rustle the leaves of the bay-tree. And the heaver of the 
sighs, peering from his leafy screen, rejoiced to see a 
sign of stiffening in Doctor Learoyd, who advanced to 
the table, and resting his hand on it^ stood looking down 
on Vamdyke searchingly. 

" What proof have I got that this is not a false pre- 
tence on your part to obtain money — what proof that the 
hideous assertioo you have made is not all trickery \ " 
asked the Doctor fiercely. 

But Vamdyke merely laughed with such tolerance as 
he could infuse into hie grating voice. " Quite reason- 
able of you to require a guarantee," he replied. " Yon 
shall have a letter in Helen's own handwriting to bear 
out my statements, and you shall see her before we leave 
the country. A thousand on my bringing you her letter, 
and the other thousand when you meet" 

Austin's hopes sank again, for the seeming strai^t- 
forwardness of the demand was too strong for the 
harassed father to resist Doctor Learoyd swayed be- 
fore it like the broken reed he was and began to stammer 
incoherent doubts. 

" Come, sir," said Vamdyke sternly, as he rose from 
his chair. " To have a woman who has committed a 
murder taken off your bands ought to he cheap at the 
price." 

" Very well ; bring me Helen's letter and you shall 
have a cheque," the Doctor groaned, sinking into the 
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chair which Vamdjke had vacated, and burying his face 
in his hands. 

The momentous interview being evidently at an end, 
and as it was of supreme importance that his presence at 
it should remain unsuspected, Austin slipped quietly 
away before Vamdyke took his leave. Thou^ the 
Gwynant mystery was not to be taken as solved by the 
statement and proposal he had just overheard, Austin 
was convinced that a great st«p forward bad been taken 
that night. He had got his wish in having a definite 
opponent at last But he recognised only too well that 
the matter would require all his tact and nerve if be was 
to save Harold from the ignominy, not to speak of the 
danger, of being charged with feloniously killing his 
father. The only way of doing so that be could see at 
present was fay reporting Vamdyke's conversation with 
Doctor Learoyd to the police, but he was not likely to 
obtain Harold's sanction to that course, even if he de- 
sired to take it himself. 

For it would mean the shifting of official suspicion to 
Helen, of whose innocence he had not a moment's doubt 
How, except by forgery, the villainous assistant could 
hope to satisfy the Doctor wit^ the promised letter from 
Helen, and how he could have induced her to place her- 
self in his hands, were riddles which Austin could not 
answer off-hand. 

One point, however, had been cleared up by what bad 
occurred in the Doctor's dining-room, no less than Har- 
old's curious attitude towards Helen's disappearance. 
By some means Vamdyke must have contrived to inform 
him of the girl's supposed confession, thereby pitting 
concern for her safety against his desire to find his lost 
love. 

" A dangerous rogue," was Austin's mental comment, 
as he trudged back Qirough the heather. " Whether he 
really wants the lady I know not, but he certainly means 
a bold bid for that poor dipsomaniac's cash." 
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He repaeeed through the western park gate without 
exchanging further pleasantrieB with the patient plain- 
clotbea man, who was etill hovering on guard ; and aa 
the stable clock struck one he entered the courtyard, to 
be greeted by the red glow of Harold's cigar. 

" Not a word till we are back in the library," he said. 
" I have not found Ann Watson, but I have bad a valu- 
able night out, I think.'* 

They went in through the back door, and so through 
the silent corridors to the library. The dark lines round 
the soldier baronet's eyes showed the tension of bis vigil, 
but the young barrister was all alert wakefulness. 

" Why didn't you tell me about Vamdyke ? " said 
Austin, as he flung himself into the chair he bad quitted 
two hours previously. " And about that ridiculous con- 
fession} " he added, without giving the other time to re- 
cover from bis surprise. 

" I feared to sully Helen's name with such foulness, 
and I feared for her the charge which that scoundrel 
intended to hring," replied Harold sadly. 

After that there was no more lack of confidence be- 
tween the two young men. Long and late they sat, open- 
ing their minds fully to each other, Harold going back 
to his Indian experiences of Vandyke's past career, and 
Austin narrating in full the scene in Doctor Learoyd's 
dining-room. But, turn it over how they would, it all 
came back to the impassable barrier that till they could 
get at Helen they could only clear Harold by accusing 
one whom they could both swear was Vamdyke'a prin- 
cipal victim. 

" We can do nothing," said Austin, as he rose to light 
bis bedroom candle, " till we know the strength of the 
case they have concocted against you. In my opinion, 
Vamdyke has cunningly engineered this deadlock by 
working upon the tendency of true lovers to self- 
sacrifice." 

" Ton mean that he has hoodwinked Helen into a bo- 
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lief that I am in peril of being h&nged, just aa he stopped 
my mouth with a similar apprehension about hert " ex- 
claimed Harold, also preparing to take a few hours* rest. 
" Exactly. It is a thousand pities his theft of the 
regimental salt-cellare was condoned, or we might have 
laid him by the heels at once," replied Austin, but he 
refrained from adding, as be might have done, that every 
day that passed improved the scoundrelly assistant's 
chance of winning die stake he was playing for — his 
employer's two thousand, with or without hia employer's 
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L BID FOB FBEKDOU 



About the time when Sir Harold Pentreath, a few 
hours earlier that same evening, was starting on bis 
fool's errand to the churchyard, Helen Learoyd, in the 
rock-hewn chamber under the Haunted Tower, was fe- 
verishly sorting and knotting together strands of un- 
ravelled rope. 

It was only on this, the fourth day of her captivity, 
that it had flashed across her that, though the crevice 
in the eliS, through which in daytime the sunlight 
streamed, was useless for purposes of escape, it might 
yet be made the means of communicating with the outer 
world. The coils of mouldy cordage, relics of the an- 
cient smugglers, that were heaped in one comer of her 
prison, lent themselves to the project, and she was now 
making a thin line from the thidc rope with which to 
make the attempt 

Since the morning after her inveiglement, when 
Vamdyke had left her in a swoon, she had seen nothing 
of him or of any one else. Several times she had been 
terrified by hearing the trap-door opened, and had 
caught a glimpse of a pair of sombre eyes, which could 
only be those of her captor, gazing at her from the ob- 
scurity above ; but he had not descended the ladder, and 
had speedily closed the trapdoor. 

Though glad to be relieved of fais presence, the uncer- 
tainty as to what was happening to Harold and the dread 
of the ultimate demand that would be made upon her 
were preying upon her nerves. The long lonely nights, 
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when the cheery aun-ray through the crevice was denied 
to her, were almost more than she could bear, especially 
as those sudden raisinge and lowerings of the trap in- 
variably took place during the hours of darkness. 

Visits of inspection by her gaoler, to ascertain if 
she was still safely caged, she rightly gueesed they 
were. 

Never by day or by night did she allow the lamp to 
go out, and luckily there was enough oil in the drum to 
give her no anxiety on that score. The tinned biscuits 
and provisions, too, on which she could make but poor 
inroads, were sufficient to keep body and soul together 
for six months, while the great water cask was prac- 
tically inexhaustible, being fed by a rain-pipe from 
above. 

In preparing what he had called hie " refuge," Vam- 
dyke had laid in stores that would have enabled him to 
stand a lengthy siege, and the thought added to Helen's 
frantic yearning for release. The man who could have 
taken such pains — so many midnight joumey*-^to stock 
his lair must have some crime on his soul which bad 
literally put him outside the pale. 

She pictured him night after night leaving his lodg- 
ings at the post-office shop when the village was asleep, 
and bearing his load of Mrs. Palsey's groceries to the 
lonely headland. What excuse he could have made for 
his extensive purchases she could not imagine, but the 
garrulous widow was not one to ask questions when 
money was coming over her counter. 

For the twentieth time these thoughts passed through 
her mind as her busy fingers unshredded the mouldy 
strands of rope, and, selecting the least rotten ones, 
straightened tiiem into lengths to be knotted together. 
The selection was not the least difficult part of her task, 
BO decayed was the hemp that a hundred years before 
had been used for mooring the smugglers* ke^ in the 
bay. 
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Her first idea had been to tie Bometbing white to the 
line and push it through the cleft in the clifF-front, fas- 
tening her end to a projecting spar at the side of the 
crevioe. There would be a alender chance that the 
dangling wisp of white in that unwonted position would 
catch the eye of some fiaherman in his boat at sea and 
BO lead to enquiries. From the top of the beetling 
precipice it would, of course, be iuTisible. 

On that idea she had devised an improvement which, 
though it would double the time and material required, 
would, if her signal should be seen, have the advantage 
of establishing conununication direct She was now 
lengthening her cord so that it should fall to the foot of 
the clifF, and, in addition to the white object intended 
to attract attention, she meant to attach to the extreme 
end of the line written particulars of the sore strait she 
was in. 

" Tommy Light is here, there, and everywhere along 
the coast ; surely those keen litUe eyes of his will see one 
or the other of my signals," she tried to comfort her- 
self. 

She had forgotten, if she ever knew, that Tommy's 
explorations were confined to the higher ledges and crags 
which promised him a harvest of sea-birds' eggs. 

And now, as she neared the end of her task, having 
knotted together, according to her estimate, almost 
enough strands to reach the shore below, she found it 
necessary to procure a further supply of rope from the 
comer and carry it to where she was working under the 
lamp. What she had already used had diminished the 
pile, and as she sorted it over to choose the least decayed 
pieces, she laid bare a portion of the floor beneath. She 
started back with wildly beating heart, then flung her- 
self down, and scattered the coib right and left. 

It was as she thou^t. There was another iron-bound 
trap-door in the rocky floor, and as she cleared it of the 
heap that had hidden it she saw that the bolts were shot, 
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and on her aide. Legends of the old amusing days, 
when the clifiFs were honej-comhed with secret passages, 
recurred to her, and she worked frantically to free the 
door from the superincumbent refuse — only to meet 
with chilling disappointment. 

The bolts on the top side worked easily, but pull as 
she might, the trap-door refused to move. No escape 
would open to her that way, for the door was evidenUy 
bolted on the under side as well — a mystery that her 
scared senses failed at once to grapple with. How could 
Vamdjke have shot the lower bolts when the door was 
closed, and he presumably above it ? And how, follow- 
ing the same argument, could he have shot the upper 
ones if he had been underneath ? 

And then the true significance of the double bolting 
dawned upon her, and she knew that the trap-door in 
the floor of her prison really did bar her way to liberty. 
Vamdyke could only have performed the feat of bolting 
the dooT on both sides because there was ingress, and 
therefore egress, below. In other words, after bolting 
it on the lower side he must have gone round, entered 
the Tower again, and bolted the trap on the top — or 
vice versa. 

Well, that method was not for her. She could only 
shed a few tears over her discomfiture and resume her 
labours with the rope, first restoring the disturbed pile to 
the semblance of its original shape. Her watch told her 
that it was half-past nine when she completed her line 
and began to look about for some means of writing. 
Grocery paper there was in plenty, but pen or pencil she 
had none ; but at last she hit on the e^tedient of using 
a bit of charred lamp wick. 

Her piteous little screed, necessarily brief because of 
the huge characters she was compelled to trace with her 
extemporised pen, she enclosed in a soup tin, which she 
fastened to the end of her cord. It was the first gleam 
of pleasure she had had for four days when she pushed 
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the tin through the crevice and heard it go tinkling down 
the ni^ed face of the cliff. When ^e had paid out 
some three hundred feet of the cord she attached to it 
one of the cloths that had been provided for washing 
crockery, and lowered again, when she came to the end 
of her line, making it fast to the ja^ed edge of the 
crevice. 

So far as she could judge, the cloth would he sus- 
pended halfway down the cliff, while the tin containing 
her missive should be within reach of the bottom. 

" God grant that some kindly eye may see my poor 
little effort," she sighed. 

Beplacing the chair on which she had stood to pass 
the line through the cleft, she was about to face the 
agony that the necessity of surrendering herself to sleep 
always brought, when up in the interior of the tower she 
heard a faint sound. A moment later the bolts of the 
upper trap-door were drawn, and Vamdyke's lean legs 
appeared on the ladder. 

Helen watched his descent and his subsequent actions 
with breathless attention, and it was well for her that 
her fear was overmastered by the intense loathing which 
the presence of this man always inspired. There was a 
bracing tonic in her hatred of him which left but little 
room for the terror she felt for him in his absence. 

As soon as his feet touched the floor be turned, and, 
taking down the heavy ladder, laid it on the floor. 

" A little matter of precaution. Miss Learoyd," he 
said, regarding her with his sinister smile. " I have 
business which will prevent me from doing llie honours 
of the ladder for a few minutes." 

Helen nmde no answer, but stood waiting for what 
might happen. To her relief he showed no disposition 
to approach her, or even to converse, but went straight 
to the comer where the pile of cordage covered the trap- 
door in the floor. Without appearing to notice that the 
heap was reduced in size, he began tossing the mouldy 
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ooils aaide, and when he had got the trap-door clear^ on- 
bolted and tried to raise it 

The door resisted his efforts, and he pulled out his 
watch. " It is a lady's privilege to keep a genUeman 
waiting, Miss Learoyd," be said mockingly. " A truism 
which you ought to appreciate. But I do not think 
that either of mj ladies will keep me waiting long." 

Helen had no idea of bis meaning, but staunch to her 
determination, made no reply. So the minutes passed, 
Vamdyke standing over the trap-door in the dark cor- 
ner, watch in hand, and his prisoner watching him from 
the lighter centre of the cavern. Suddenly Vamdyke 
restorad bis watch to his pocket and stooped down, lis- 
tening. 

For a little while nothing reached Helen's straining 
ears, but then the " scroop " of bolts withdrawn came 
from below, and Vamdyke raised the trap-door, leaning 
over to give a helping band to some one ascending. A 
well-gloved hand heralded the new arrival from the bow- 
els of the earth, who stepped nimbly up to the level of 
the floor in the person of Ann Watson. 

Vamdyke relieved her of a bundle she was carrying, 
and with one of bis cackling laughs, lowered the trap- 
door and bolted it 

" Our little ruse has come off then? " he said. " The 
worthy baronet has gone to the churchyard ! " 

" Yes, he has gone, and the shadow at the west gate 
in full cry after him," replied Ann, glancing insolently 
at Helen, who in the midst of her astonishment at seeing 
the Castle parlour-maid there, did not fail to notice 
that she showed no interest in her bizarre surroundings. 
Sir Michael's late attendant had evidently been there 
before. 

" Qood I " exclaimed Vamdyke. " Then, as I must 
see old Learoyd to-night before be is too far gone for a 
bromide tabloid to pull him ronnd, I must m^e myself 
scarce. It may be an hour or two before I can get round 
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and bolt the trap below, ao yon will please keep a wary 
eye on our charming guest" 

With which he raised the ladder to the trapdoor in 
the roof, climbed through and was gone, leaving the two 
women face to face in the underground chamber. 
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woman's wit. 

Hkleit ecaimeil the waxen, mast-like features of Ann 
Wateon in eager Bearcb for one ray of pity, but in vain. 
In fact, the few words exchanged between her and 
Vamdyke confirmed what he had said — that the par- 
lour-maid was his close ally. And, now that it was 
looked for, a certain family resemblance lent colour to 
his statement that the woman was his sister. Moreover, 
she had evidently come of her own free will, with a full 
knowledge of the secret approaches to the chamber b^ 
neath the Haunted Tower. 

The first impulse of Helen was to treat this obvious 
traitress to the Pentreaths with the disdain she deserved, 
and hold no communication with her; but a little reflec- 
tion showed a better plan. The trapnloor in the floor, 
through which Watson had arrived, was unbolted on its 
lower side and mnst so remain, as Vamdyke had said, 
for an hour or two — till he could get round and secure it 
In the meanwhile, if only Watson could be overpowered 
or lulled into a false security, there must be a free exit 
by that lower route, wherever it might lead ; for if there 
were other barriers she could not have fastened them on 
the reverse side, behind her. 

As the woman stood eying her with a mixture of 
malevolence and triumph, Helen measured her strength 
with hers and came to the conclusion that she dared not 
pit herself against that sinuous, panther-like form. Her 
four days' dose confinement and agony of mind had 
taken the snap out of her own vigorous young frame^ 
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and she felt that a personal encounter could only end in 
diaaster. 

No ; she had been entrapped hy cunning and by cun- 
ning she must endeavoor to escape. She had often won- 
dered during the last few days why she had not gone 
mad, with the horror of the solitude and ber powerlees- 
nesH to refute the charge hanging over the man sbe 
Wed. There would be no improbability in the strain 
having been too much for her mind, especially to one 
who bad helped to fabricate the circumetances of ber 
awful dilemma. She would feign imbecility, and see if 
it would aid ber in a rush for the lower trap-door. 

She knew that there were bolts on the other side. 
Once through the door she could shoot them, and then 
she could not be followed. 

" I hope it's a fine night out of doors," she said, 
essaying to giggle foolishly. 

Surprised at the unexpected silliness, where she had 
looked for indignation or proud reserve, Ann Watson 
favoured her brother's prisoner with a stare of keener 
scrutiny. 

" It's fine enough now, though it rained when I left 
the Castle," she replied, watehing the effect of her 
words. 

" What Castle ? " murmured Helen listlessly. 

" Why, Pentreath Castle, of course. You don't seem 
to know me, Misa Learoyd." 

" You appear to be a very nice person," returned 
Helen, in the same childish manner. " I'm bo glad 
you're nice, because it's very stupid, living here all 
alone. My name is Helen. What's yours t " 

" Come I Surely yon remember me — the maid who 
need to be special attendant to Sir Hichael Pentreath i " 
said Watson sharply. 

But Helen only shook her head and turned away, as 
thongh tired of the subject, to arrange the rugs and 
blankete that did duty for her couch. But she had 
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much ado to anbdue the elation iu her face vhen aha 
beard the audibly muttered comment: 

" Clean off her head t Well, that ought to mnplifj 
matters." 

" If yon are coming to live here with me youll want 
a place to sleep io," said Helen, pausing in her occupa- 
tion. " IVe got lots more of these things than I need, 
and 111 spare you some. See here, I'll make your bed 
for you." And taking several of the blankets and cush- 
ions, she spread them on the floor, prattling artlessly the 
while, but carefully choosing a spot as far as possible 
from the trap-door in the comer. 

It may have been a suspicious desire to test the seem- 
ing innocence of the girl's proceeding, or it may have 
been sheer wickedness that prompted Watson to the 
1»iital question: 

" You don't ask whether Sir Harold Pentreath sent 
his love to you f " 

" No ; who is he, and why should he send me his 
love ! " Helen forced herself to enquire, with an inane 
smile. 

" Tour young man, you know — the chap you would 
have married if he didn't happen to be going to be 
hanged." 

But the attempt, if attempt it was, to break down 
her guard and provoke a revelation of her pretence 
failed utterly. Choking down her anger and a wild 
longing to hear at all cost what was befalling her lover, 
Helen managed to put the coping stone on her " mad* 
ness." 

" I don't know anything about the person who is going 
to be hanged," she babbled serenely. " I am going to 
be married to somebody else — a nice gentleman who 
keeps this hotel. Not very attentive, though. He 
hardly ever comes near me." 

" Well, well 1 If Sergius isn't a masterpiece — to 
have driven her dotty like this," was the outepoken com- 
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ment which convinced Helen that she had so far suc- 
ceeded in throwing dust into those cunning eyes. She 
could trust herself no further to keep up the deception, 
and, putting the final touches to the bed she was making, 
she went back to her own and flung herself on it wearily. 

At first she made no show of going to sleep, but, with 
open eyes that made no secret of their occupation, she 
watched Watson ma^ a tour of the chamber. The 
woman's demeanour seemed to imply that thou^ she 
had seen the place before she was not familiar with the 
details, which she was now trying to master. She ex- 
amined the stock of provisions critically, appraised the 
capacity of the water cask, and caused Helen a moment's 
terrible suspense by halting to gaze up at the slit in the 
rock, from which the signal dangled. 

She passed on, however, wiQiout observing Helen's 
cord looped round the knob of granite, and presently 
with a yawn she divested herself of her hat and jacket 
and lay down on the extemporised couch which Helen 
had prepared. Her exertions that evening in luring 
Harold to the churchyard, and later in making her way 
to the Haunted Tower, had entailed an amount of phys- 
ical exhaufltion to which her soft life at Pentreath 
Castle had not accustomed her. 

Half an hour later her regular breathing told that she 
was sound asleep. 

Raising herself on her elbow, and grateful that her 
primitive accommodation did not include a creaking 
spring-mattress, Helen looked long and searchingly at 
the dupe of her desperate pantomima The parted lips, 
the careless abandon of the wide-flung arms, the steady 
rise and fall of her coverings, all pointed to genuine 
slumber; but to make assurance doubly sure Helen 
tapped lightly on the floor — ^with no effect on the sleeper. 

To lull suspicion she had removed her boots before 
lying down, and with these crammed into her pocket she 
stole across the cavern to the comer, catching up a box 
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of mstches from the table as ebe passed. Vanidyke in 
his hurrj' had not piled the cordage over the trap-door 
again, so that to draw the top bolts and raise the iron 
plate was all she had to do. The first she managed easily 
enough, the bolts having been reoeatly oiled, but, in lift- 
ing the heavy door, she met with a mjshap which nearly 
undid her. 

It slipped from her grasp and fell with a dang that 
reverberated like thunder through the rocky chamber. 

A scream of rage, in which fear was Mended, came 
from behind her, and without looking round, knowing 
well what she should see, she renewed her effort — ^this 
time with better success. She got the trap-door up, 
kaped through the opening on to a ladder that seemed 
to be reared from the black depths of an abyss, and 
pulled the iron square after her, shutting out a fleeting 
vision of Watson's dead-white, baf9ed face. By luck 
she found one of the lower bolts, and jammed it home 
before the woman above could raise the trap. 

For the moment she was free. But what a freedom 1 
Hanging in the darkness of Erebus on to a frail ladder 
that ran down, for aught she knew, the whole depth of 
the stupendous cliff. As soon as the wild beating of her 
heart subsided she struck a mjitch, and was not much 
reassured by what she saw — a well-like shaft hewn in 
the solid rock, into which the lower end of the ladder 
was lost in obscurity far beyond the range of her feeble 
illuminant 

She was beginning to despair of summoning courage 
for the descent, when, just as the match expired, she saw 
a stable lantern, with some six inches of candle in it, 
hanging on the second rung of the ladder. In a trice 
another match flared up, and she had the lantern alight. 
The descent bad now lost half its terrors, and she com- 
menced it at once with a fearful haste bom of the knowl- 
edge that Vamdyke would soon be coming up the shaft 
to shoot the bolt which she bad just herself shot. 
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What if he should come apon her from the depths be- 
fore she had secured firmer foothold than on that rickety 
ladder! Once or twice, as her eager feet sought the 
rungs, she thought she heard the swish of the hated coatr 
skirts somewhere below. 

But fouT-and-twenty rungs brought her to solid earth, 
and she stopped to look about her. The straight shaft 
had ceased, and she stood on what appeared to be the 
commencement of a winding tunnel running downwards 
so steeply that only by clutching the sides could she pre- 
vent herself from falling. The turnings were so acuta 
and frequent that she could not see far ahead, but she 
was comfortably treading firm rock, and also learning 
the true significance of the soimd that had alanned her. 
It was not the rustle of htmian garments, but the wasli 
of the waves on the beach, home up and magnified by tha 
narrow tunnel from very far below. 

Following the windings of the corkscrew passage, she 
descended it till she must have been about sixty feet be- 
low the level of the headland, and then suddenly she 
came to a parting of the ways. The main tunnel wound 
onwards and downwards, but there opened up the mouth 
of a smaller and lower cross-passage, which entered the 
larger one at right angles. 

Which should she choose? Which was the most 
likely to lead her quickest to what she longed for — the 
blessed light of stars shining in a summer sky ? 

Peering into the cross-passage, she saw that it trended 
upwards by a sharp gradient, and that fact prompted her 
to select it The main passage, if it followed ita pres- 
ent course throughout, could only bring her to the wave- 
washed rocks at the foot of the cliff, where she would be 
in bad case if the tide was up ; whereas the narrower and 
lower passage pointed to the summit of the cliff, where 
she would be within a short walk of home. 

" Home I " The word seemed like a voice from an- 
other world, something dim and unattainable, after her 
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four days' imprisonment, but oh, bow tempting! Turn- 
ing aside, she began what proved to be an arduous climb 
almost on bands and knees, so sbarp was tbe ascent and 
so low the roof. And all tbe time she was troubled witb 
this misgiving — that, knowing every inch of tbe cliff 
path from childhood, she was not aware of any spot above 
where she could find exit through anything la^r than 
a rabbit burrow. 

It was not a rabbit burrow that stopped ber, however, 
but the sudden blocking of her progress t^ a huge 
boulder that reached nearly to the top of the tunnel. 
Tbe spaoe between this immovable obstruction and tbe 
roof was too small to admit of her climbing over it, 
though she could get her arm through easily enough. 

There was not£ing for it but to retrace ber steps to 
the junction of tbe two passages, and then follow her 
original direction. She had got within fifty feet of the 
downward winding main tunnel when a faint flicker of 
light in the latter caused her heart to stand still. But, 
without losing her presence of mind, she instantly blew 
out her own lantern, and stood gazing at the growing 
light ahead. 

It seemed a lifetime, but in something under five 
seconds Vamdyke crossed the mouth of the lateral pas- 
sage, stooping as he plodded steadily up the steep ascent. 
In one band be carried a lantern, and in tbe 'other tbe 
tin in which she had enclosed her appeal for help. Even 
at that distance she could see the evil smile, as though 
be waa gloating over bis find. 

The vision had gone almost as soon as seen, leaving 
Helen in an agony of doubt Should she give him a cer- 
tain amount of " law," and then follow him back to the 
trap-door and bolt it while he was receiving Watson's 
explanation, or should she make all speed to the lower 
entrance of these subterranean workings, through which 
Vamdyke must have just arrived I 

The temptation to trap the two confederates in the 
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room under the Tower was great, for the upper door waa 
bolted on the outside she knew, and she could hold tliem 
fast ; but greater atiU was the longing to be free. So 
she relit her lantern, and, when she came to the junction 
of the two tunnels, struck downwards once more. 

The descent of the corkscrew windings seemed in- 
terminable, but it came to an end at last — at a strong 
door of age-blackened oak, the very panels of which 
seemed to cry out of kegs smuggled from the lonely 
beach beyond. 

Alas for the ancient memories, there were no old- 
time bolts here I The door waa tightly fastened by a 
serviceable modem lock with a removable key, which 
had been taken out^ and was, to a certainty, reposing in 
Vamdyke's pocket. 

Then, and then only, did Helen Learoyd break down 
and weep. It could only be a question of minutes be- 
fore Vamdyke would come flapping round the last bend 
in the tunnel and find her, beaten at the finish by that 
merciless lock. 

And outside, no longer far below, but almost on a 
level with her ears, the waves among the rocks sang a 
song of unattainable liberty. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

" IltOUQH TO KltJ. TWBNTT MEK." 

The morning after these happenines was a trTuig one 
at Pdntreatb Castle. Despite the mutual explanations 
between Austin and Harold the night before, the air 
waa thickly chafed with impending trouble. The gov- 
ernment analyst was due at the vestry at eleven, and 
Austin waa firm in a policy of masterly inactivity till he 
had come and gone. 

Even Qwen, overjoyed as she was by the return of her 
lover, was disheartened by the little Ik would tell her as 
they paced the terrace after breakfast Tbe ladies had 
already been informed, by Austin's advice, of the ex- 
pected arrival of Professor Terkea. He had thought it 
better that they should be to that extent prepared, in 
case the police suspicion against Harold should come to 
a head, though of the suspicion itself they had not of 
coarse been told. 

" I cannot say more just yet than that we are at a 
complete deadlock," Austin replied to the girl's eager 
questions. " I believe, however, that it would vanish 
in five minutes if I could have access to Helen 
Learoyd. It is a point in our favour that Harold has 
fully confided in me. We are running in double har^ 
sess now." 

" That ought to be half the battle," said Gwen. 
" But surely my foolish brother did not believe those 
atrocious rumours about Helen t " 

" Certainly not ; though he had a better reason for 
doing so than most people," returned Austin gravely. 
" I expect an entirely fresh development to-day, and 
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wbaterer it is you must be brare, dear, and help jour 
mother to be brave also." 

" But how cruel of Helen — ^to leave us in this maze of 
doubt, if she could clear it up," cried Gwen. 

Her lover took several paces before he attempted to 
combat her indignation. " I do not think that Miss 
Learoyd is cruel," he said at length. " I don't mind 
telling you what I have so far spared Harold — that 
in my opinion she is being forcibly kept out of the 
way." 

" How horrible I And Ann Watson — who, I bear, 
cannot be found — is she being kept away as well t " 

" Oh, dear no ; not by force. Watson left the Castle 
a free agent I put diat beyond doubt by the simple 
process of tracking her footsteps as far as possible last 
night I grant you this, though — that if you find the 
one you are in a fair way to find the other. And now 
I must have a word with Harold before I go to the 
church." 

It had been arranged that Austin should endeavour to 
see Professor Yerkes, with whom he was well ac- 
quainted, and, if possible, bring to the anxious ones at 
^e Castle early tidings of the official proceedings in the 
vestry. Knowing that, even if it would be permitted, it 
was not necessary for him to be present during the ex- 
amination, he reached the churchyard after the ap- 
pointed hour and there waited till the analyst should 
have completed bia task. 

Nor had he long to wait in the quiet God's-acre, be- 
fore the vestry door opened, and a little group came out 
Austin's qui(^ eyes noticed that they all looked con- 
cerned and preoccupied — Colonel Dalbiac, the Pro- 
fessor, and his assistant, and Doctor Learoyd, the latter 
present as the dead man's medical attendant. The Doc- 
tor's face was ghastly, as well it might be after what he 
had heard from Vamdyke a few hours before — to say 
nothing of his having granted the certificate of burial. 
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The 011I7 one of the party who seemed easy in his 
mind was he who brought up the rear, and was ^us free 
to let the expression of bis countenance run riot And 
a veritable riot it was, of triumphant malice and all un- 
charitableness, till Inspector Portman caught sight of 
8ir Harold Pentreath's friend Bimuning him up keenly. 

Austin stepped forward as the party neared him, and 
held out his hand to Professor Yerkes — a chubby, dap- 
per little man, not half so imposing in appearance as 
his " understudy," carrying the ominous black bog. 

" Why, bless my soul, Conyers I where have you 
droj^d from i " he exclaimed. " You generally come 
into these affairs later, but we don't look for you at llie 
start." The old gentleman had quite brightened np at 
sight of the leading junior, who, as Counsel to the 
Treasury, was to some extent a colleague. 

" I am here in my private capacity, as a friend of the 
Pentreaths. I want a word with you, Professor," said 
Austin, drawing the man of science aside almost by 
force, before Inspector Portman, who was gobbling like 
a turkey-cock in the ear of the Chief Constable, could 
put in his oar. 

" It is a bad business," the great analyst replied to 
the quick question. 

" Poison t " 

" Enough to kill twenty men." 

" What was the drug t " 

" Strophanthiu — the same tliat his medical man here 
had to give him in small doses. No, there can't well 
have been a mistake in the dispensing, because the poor 
fellow was simply saturated with it I shall be able to 
give the approximate quantity he swallowed when I have 
seen to the matter in my laboratory." And Professor 
Yerkes gave a significant glance at the black bag in the 
assistants hand. 

" Why couldn't there have been on error in the dis- 
poisingt " Austin asked, hoping for an answer before 
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Colonel Dalbiac, who was getting fidgety, should 
interfere. 

The FrofesflOT jerked his thumb towards poor stricken 
Learoyd. " The Doctor, if he drinks, as I think be does, 
might have poured in a few drops too much, but not half 
a pint," he replied. " The police haven't told me what 
set them in motion, but that Inspector seems so jubilant 
that I expect my diagnosis of the drug bears out his 
suspicion — whatever it may be." 

Thanking the Professor for his courtesy, Austin 
started to walk back to the Castle, pondering on what he 
had heard. For a moment he had thought that the death 
might have been due to erroneous mixing of the ordinary 
heart mixture Sir Michael was taking, but the analyst's 
last dictum had killed that theory in embryo. There 
was no such easy solution of the mystery. He had to 
fallback onhis first suspicion — ^that ^e sleeping-draught 
Rent for late at night was the source of all the trouble. 

But that pointed to intentional poisoning, and so far 
the only explanation of such a crime was the untenable 
one put forward by Vamdyke to Doctor Learoyd — that 
Helen had wilfully changed the phials in the surgery, 
and BO made her father an unwitting accomplice. 

And then there suddenly recurred to this shrewd ap- 
praiser of hiunan guile the common practice of clever 
rogues who want to substantiate a case to suit them- 
selves — that of blending as much truth as possible with 
the crucial falsehood. Vamdyke was undoubtedly a 
clever rogue, if ever there was one. What if he bad 
changed the phiaU, and was therefore the real murderer t 

" i believe that's the reading of the riddle," said 
Austin to himself, unconsciously quickening his pace 
like a horse that is spurred. " He knew that Harold 
was about to denounce him. It would suit his book to 
silence the poor lad by embroiling him in a seriona 
charge, while it would also enable hun to demand black- 
mail from the Doctor." 
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The trouble was that, without the light Helen Learojd 
might be able to throw on the aSair, there was not one 
ahred of evidence to connect Vamdjke with the sleeping- 
draught 

" We cannot bluff him ; we must trip him up, and he'a 
a difficult customer to trip," was Austin's final reflection 
as he approached the portico entrance to the Castle. He 
had been ao absorbed in his thoughts that he bad not 
heard the wheels of a dogcart on the drive behind him. 
But it dashed up now, just as he was passing into the 
hall. 

" Ah, we are to have it now, then," he muttered with 
a ti^teoing of the lips. " I haduH expected it quite so 
soon." 

Inspector Portman was driving, and there were two 
policemen on the back seat, to one of whom, when be bad 
jumped down, the Inspector flung the reins. There was 
a gleam of steel as he assured himself diat hie handou& 
were in his pocket 

Austin hurried on to the library, where he found 
Harold eagerly awaiting news. 

" There was foul play over your father's death — ■ 
poison. For Heaven's sake be docile. Fortman is 
here," was all he had time to say before the Inspector, 
with one of his underlings, was shown in by Seppings. 

" Sorry, Sir Harold, but Mr. Portman would take no 
denial," the butler apologised, as he executed a scared 
retreat 

" Glad to see you, Portman, if you can assist us to 
clear up this horrible affair," said Harold, bracing him- 
self for an ordeal in which conscious innocence told him 
he might prove his own worst enemy. 

But the time for amenities with the Inspector was 
past He had got as he thought, the hated Pentreatha 
under his heel, and he cleared his throat aggressively, 
without any show of respect 

" I've called to put some questions to you, Sir Harold 
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Fentreath," he said, dwelling viciously on the name and 
title. " It 18 my du^ to inform you that anytliing you 
say will he used against you in the event of my chaiging 
you with wilfully causing Sir Michael's death." 

" Fire away," replied Harold ecornfully, though the 
veins in hia sunburned neck stood out like knotted corda. 

" Can you explain the presence of a twelve-ounce 
bottle, half filled with a poisonous drug — strophanthvs 
— in the top left-hand drawer in that pedestal table four 
days after Sir Michael died ! " 

" I can explain it very easily," replied Harold coolly. 
" To my knowledge there was never any such bottle there 
at alL" 

" Oh, yes; there was," Portman insisted with grow- 
ing rudeness. " I can produce tJie party who saw it 
there and very properly brought it to me. Here, I'll con- 
front you with her. Where's Ann Watson t Be so good 
as to ring for her, please." 

Harold kept his temper with a strength of will that 
won approving nods from Austin. " If you will tell me 
where Ann Watson is I will forgive yon a good deal, 
Portman," the young baronet replied. " She ran away 
— ^took herself off without a word — last nig^t" 

" WhatI " cried the Inspector, shifting his pink- 
rimmed ferret-eyes from one gentleman to the other. 
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A HEW WAT OF " TAPPIHO THE WIEES." 

The Inspector's consternation drew an audible 
cbackle from Austin Conyers. " Yes," he said, " your 
witness has given you the slip, Mr. Fortman. Probably 
you'll think that she has been spirited away." 

" That's exactly what I do think," snorted the In- 
spector. 

" Exactly. And that Sir Harold set fire to the vestry 
last night to hide the traces of his crime," Austin re- 
plied with a laugh. " You ought to be at Scotland Yard, 
with your wonderful powers of deduction. But clever- 
ness won't help you to walk through a stone wall that you 
can't jump over. You'll be a bold man if you arrest Sir 
Harold with your only witness not forthcoming." 

*' I must verify this statement that Watson is miss* 
ing," said the Inspector sullenly. The heavens seemed 
to have fallen and cruehed him during the last five 
minutes. He bad gathered from Professor Yerkes that 
the clean-shaven, boyish gentleman was the eminent Mr. 
Conyers, the Treasury Counsel, and he knew that he was 
an expert whose opinion was to be treated with respect 
But his hatred of the Pentreaths prevailed, and he meant 
to stick to his case. 

" Of course you must verify the statement. Go and 
see the housekeeper or any one else you like, but get out 
of here," said Harold, taking his cue from Austin's half- 
closed eye. 

Witi a growl of baffled malice the Inspector pre- 
pared to accept the inevitable, but Austin called him 
back. 
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" One moment," said the young barrister sweetly. 
" In apite of your unkindly brilliant deductione we are 
just as anxious to find Ann Wataon as you are. It may 
be a guide to you, in any search that you may institute, 
to know that she left the premises between nine and ten 
last night by the west gate leading on to the moor." 

Sniffing incredulously, the Inspector turned on bia 
heel and left the room, meekly followed by his constable. 
Harold relieved the tension on his nerves by bursting 
into a boisterous laugh, but Austin checked him with the 
reproof : 

" Don't laugh till you are out of the wood, and remem- 
ber that the lightening of your load may mean the re- 
doubling of pen! for Helen." 

" Peril i " exclaimed Harold. " Surely she will come 
back now — as soon as she hears that the absurd charge 
against roe has failed." 

" It has very far from failed yet — at any rate of its 
particular object," Austin made answer. And then, as 
gently as he could, he told his fear that Helen could not 
come back if she would, because she was somewhere de- 
tained against her will— yet that it was impossible to 
accuse Vamdyke of so detaining her without bringing to 
light the story of her alleged confession. 

" It resolves itself iuto a fight for time," Austin con- 
cluded. " The inquest on your father which now be- 
comes necessary will probably be commenced to-morrow. 
If I can get a certain person down from London and per- 
suade him to speak before the coroner, the charge against 
you, or rather the suspicion, for no charge can be made 
imless Ann Wataon returns, will be knocked into a 
cocked hat. Thus Vamdyke's power over Helen will be 
automatically removed. 

" What person J " asked Harold. 

" The man who put the poison bottle in that drawer, 
BO that Watson could say she found it — my old friend 
and former client, Dan Li^t," Austin replied. " He 
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is nst half a bad aort, for all his sins, and I think I can 
get him to own up for Helen's sake. I am oS to send 
him a wire now." 

" God bless you, old chap," said Harold. " I am glad 
that Gwen's man is a man." 

Austin went out and, for reasons of his own, sought 
the stable-yard, where he found Perkins, the head groomj 
and asked him to drive him into the village. While the 
horse was being put in, Austin's mind reverted to his 
talk with Harold. " I wonder if I ought to have told 
him more," he thought " It is not the moral danger, 
but the physical, that I apprehend for that poor girl. 
And will not that be rather enhanced than lessened if 
Vamdyke is pressed too close i " 

The private conclusion of this acute reasoner was that, 
assuming Helen to be in Vamdyke's hands, he might 
make away with her rather than allow her to go free 
after Dan Light had told of the attempt to " plant " 
suspicion on Sir Harold Pentreath. The missing girl's 
evidence, supplementing that of the ex-burglar, might 
be of such a damnatory nature that the scoundrel would 
have to save hia neck by adding crime to crime. 

However, the risk would have to be run; and Austin, 
hoped to minimise it by never allowing Vamdyke to be 
lost sight of aft£r Dan had confessed his share in fabri- 
cating the case against Harold. That he had hit upon 
the reason for the cracksman's journey into Cornwall he 
had no doubt — namely, to open the locked drawer and 
insert the poison bottle. Strangely enough, he had him- 
self been the one to discover Uiat the drawer was un- 
locked when, on the day of the funeral, Harold had 
handed him his keys to take out the cigar-box. 

But there were greater things at issue than the at- 
tempt to implicate the innocent; he wanted to run down 
the guilty. There was, indeed, no one else to do it, for 
he knew that he would never induce Portman, with his 
bias against Hareld, to seareh for a fresh traiL 
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" Perkins," he said, when he had seated himself be- 
side the lean-visaged old groom and given the word for 
the post-office, " it was yon, I think, who rode over to 
Doctor Learoyd's for a sleeping^raught on the night 
when your late master died. Can you recollect anythutg 
Bpecial about your errand t " 

" Only that there was a howling thunderstorm — the 
worst this summer — as I rode home, sir," was the reply. 

" Nothing special about the Doctor when he banded 
you the draught ! Wasn't he cross at being fetched out 
of his bed*" 

" No, sir; the Doctor is too genial to be cross at any 
time. Besides, he was so sleepy be hardly said a word." 

" The storm was raging while you were waiting at 
the door ? " 

" Coming up fast, sir ; not overhead, like, but kicking 
up an awful racket" 

Austin was too experienced a cross-examiner to pat 
another question when he had extracted the desired ker- 
nel of information. That a usually genial man should 
be so " sleepy," with tJiunder pealing loud, as not to re- 
mark on the weather, was not to be credited. Doctor 
Learoyd, if not drunk on the night of Sir Michael's 
death, had evidently been drinking. 

" If his daughter knew that he was not himself, and if 
Vamdyke's yam to the old man about the midnight 
bicycle ride and the shivered machine is true, I can 
pretty well read the riddle," Austin told himself as he 
relapsed into silence for the remainder of the drive. 

At the post-office he got down and, bidding Perkins 
wait, dived into the stuffy interior where Mrs. Palsey 
presided among the candles and postage stamps. He 
was too preoccupied to notice that, as he entered, a door 
leading from the shop into the private dwelling-house 
had been closed and then very softly re-opened by just 
an inch. Having seen Vamdyke at Doctor Learoyd's so 
late at night, he had taken it for granted that the assist- 
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ant lived under his employer's roof; otherwise he would 
have ascertained his address, and a knowledge of it 
would certainly have prevented him from despatching 
his wire from the Gwynant office. 

The form, which he presently banded over the bacon- 
laden counter, ran : 

" Light * Three Fiddlers.' Crump Lane. Ber- 
mondsey. 

" Come down by next train if you would serve Tom- 
my's friend. Matter of life and death." 

Mrs. Palsey's fat tremulous finger counted the words, 
and her greedy eyes devoured them with growing intelli- 
gence after the first sentence. She stole a sly glance at 
the sender, who, in his London-bred confidence in the 
sanctity of official secrecy, was carelessly looking out of 
the window. 

He was recalled to the business in hand by a wheezy 
demand for eightpence and the proffer of the needful 
stamps. 

" Please to affix the stamps yourself, sir ; it's against 
the regulations for me to do it, and I'm so particular 
about keeping all the rules, much as I'd like to oblige," 
said the stout postmistress unctuously. 

The primitive remark amused him, and simply as a 
student of human nature he paid attention for the first 
time id the woman who made it His unerring instinct 
came to his aid and caused him to r^ret that he had not 
gone further afield to send his wire. There was no mis- 
taking the signs in the flabby countenance enshrined 
among the candles and bacon flitches. The signs be- 
tokened a greedy interest in the wording of the telegram, 
if not an intelligent appreciation of it 

It was too late now, though, to withdraw the form and 
make some excuse for tearing it up. Mrs. Palsey knew 
its contents, and if be were to cancel the telegram she 
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would probably attach increased importance to it. AH 
be could do be did, and tbat was to ensure that his mes- 
sage was duly despatched. 

" If you'll kini^y put that on the wires firet I should 
like to purchase some tobacco," he said carelessly. 

The promise of custom bad the desired effect, and 
Austin waited while Mrs. Palsey's fat fingers clicked off 
the words, Telegrama were not frequent at Gwynant, 
and the postmistress lacked Uie practice to make her a 
speedy operator. Austin's eight-pennyworth took a good 
five minutes to deal with, and during the laboured trans- 
mission the door into the dwelling-house was once or 
twice softly pushed a little way open. 

Having justified himself by buying some unsmokable 
" bird's-eye," Austin left the shop, and was approaching 
the cart when be saw Tommy Light saunter idly by. 

" Hullo, youngster I " be said. " I've got a bit of 
news for you." 

"About Dadt" asked the boy, scarcely above a 
whisper. 

" Yes, I have just sent bim a telegram asking bim to 
come back from London. What are you afraid oft 
Why do you speak so low ? " 

" Vamdyke lives tJiere, and 'e's inside now. I'm a 
shadderin' of *im," whispered Tommy with a surreptious 
prod at the post-oflice. " Say, is it true what I 'ear — 
that Miss Watson's done a guy from the Castle ? " 

" Yes, that's true enough," said Austin, taken aback 
by the news tbat Vamdyke lodged there. " What are 
you watehing Mr, Vamdyke for ? " 

But on that subject the urchin was not to be drawn. 

" Never you mind," he replied. " I might tell yer, 
and I might not — after I've spoke with Dad. I'll tell 
yer this much, though," be added, relenting towards one 
whom he considered a friend. " That there Vamdyke's 
a bloomin' thief. 'E's been and stole stunfink I was 
give to mind." 
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Not anotlier word, though he pressed him hard, could 
Avatin induce him to utter, so he made the most of his 
opportujutj. It at once occurred to him that this keen 
little aleuth-hound on Vamdyke's trail might lead the 
chase to Helen Learoyd. 

" Stick to him close, mj lad," he said, as he got into 
the cart " Remember, I'm your father's friend, and 
come up to me at the Castle if you think I can he of any 
use." 

" Lor* bless yer," was Tommy's muttered reply. 
" You means well, but yer cawn't do anythink for me as 
I cawn't do for meseU." 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE " lAytlO MEDICO " GOES UAR-HDnTITIO. 

No sooner bad the dog-cart driven away than that 
sensitive inner door in the post-office opened again, bnt 
this time wide enough to admit Vamdyke's gaunt frame. 
Mrs. Palsey winked at him with confidential archness. 
As her infonnaut of the gossip he had used her to dia- 
aeminate, she regarded him with respectful admiration. 

It alflo occurred to her that by, for once, reversing the 
process and giving him some news, her generosity would 
be rewarded with interest — in the shape of an explana- 
tion of that news. 

" A gentleman from the Castle — he's sent such a 
funny telegram," she remarked mysteriously. 

Vamdyke showed no great eagerness. He bad come 
with the intention of getting a sight of the telegram, and 
it was evident that he could secure his object without 
wasting diplomacy. 

" So I saw," he replied. " Something to do with the 
exhumation at the church this morning, I dare say." 

It had already been noised abroad that Professor 
Terkes bad come and gone. Reports about the fire in 
the vestry the night before were by now quite ancient 
history. 

" On the surface it ain't got anything to do with that, 
but gentlefolks are so sly," said Mrs. Palsey, detaching 
Austin's form from the file and twiddling it in her fin- 
gers. " I was wondering whether there wasn't some- 
thing in it that yon ought to know — you being on the 
side of law and order, as it were." 

Vamdyke smiled grimly, but only nodded. 
«n 
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" It's to a place where you once sent a fuDnj telegram 
youraelf," the postmiatresB proceeded, detenuined to 
break down his seeming apathy. 

And with some success. " Ah, that — that might be 
important," replied the lodger. " I suppose I mustn't 
tempt you to — eh i " 

" You remember that detective who lodged here on 
Sunday week and went off so sudden to atop down at 
Treheme's on Che beach — him as it got about waa 
Tommy Light's father i Well, I reckon the telegram is 
addressed to him. Same name, and you sent a telegram 
to the same place the day before he came." 

" Show it me," said Vamdyfce hoarsely ; and hia talon 
fingers clutched at the flimsy sheet wluch the woman 
held out to him. He sat down on the counter, so that 
while he read the paper should hide his face. As a rule 
he had his features under iron control, but he felt him- 
self changing colour, or rather losing what little he had, 
under this unexpected blow. 

For in all his later scheming he had presupposed the 
death of Dan Light, the weak instrument he had em- 
ployed and, as he thought, rid himself of. Ann Wat- 
son's report had been explicit and evidently believed in 
by herself — ^that she had lured the burglar to the bight 
under the headland and there left him to the mercy of 
the rising tide. And now be was alive after all, and 
this clever, boyish barrister, in whom from the first he 
had recognised a foreman worthy of his steel, was in 
touch widi him. 

A keen player himself, he saw Austin's game — saw 
also that Auslan had divined an approximate outline of 
his own, though not all of it If Dan Light obeyed the 
summons, and at the inquest confessed to having placed 
the bottle in Harold Fentreath's drawer at his instiga- 
tion, he would be checkmated on the eve of his final 
move. He would he arrested for conspiracy before 
being able to bring off his final coup. 
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At all costs — and the " Long Medico " was not one to 
count the costs which others had to pa; — Dan Light 
must be prevented from reaching Gwjnant in time for 
the inquest on the morrow. 

" Thank you, Mrs. Palsey," he aaid. " Ton will 
find that you have done a great public service by abow- 
iog me this, though of course your part in it sh^ never 
be known. I will make it up to you by giving you the 
earliest information." 

He made to paaa through the private door, but the 
postmistress stopped him. " Is- it all right 1" she 
wheezed. " Will Sir Harold Pentreath be hanged i " 

" Without the least doubt in the world ; your action 
to-day makes it a dead certainly," said Vamdyke, try- 
ing to keep the impatience from his tone as he vanished 
tl^ugh the door. 

" Then I, a poor, lone widow, have not lived in vain," 
murmured Mrs. Palsey, as the spring-bell announced a 
customer for treacle. 

Vamdyke went into his sitting-room, and by the help 
of his railway guide ascertained that it was not likely 
that Dan would arrive before early next morning, leav- 
ing London by the mail that night There was, how- 
ever, the barest chance that the buiglar mi^t be at the 
" Three Fiddlers " when the telegram was delivered, in 
which case he might start oflE in time to cateh the three 
o'clock express from Faddington, which would bring 
him down late that same evening. 

" There must be no miscarriage," Vamdyke mut- 
tered, tossing the guide away. " I must guard against 
every eventuality, even though it will entail leaving the 
Tower to take care of itself to-night." 

He went up to his bedroom and, bolting himself in, 
systematically overhauled a fairly extensive wardrobe 
contained in several locked trunks. There were gar- 
ments to suit almost every calling, from that of a bishop 
to a coal-heaver, with a complete assortment of wigs, 
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whiskers, and false eyebrows. After some considera- 
tion he selected a threadbare fustian coat, a pair of 
corduroy trousers with leather leg-straps, an untidy wig 
of fiery red, and several minor accessories all in 
keeping. 

" That, with a black patch over one eye, ought to do 
the trick — an Irish labourer over in England for the 
bay harvest," was hia balf-spoken comment, as be care- 
fully locked the rejected things away. Those selected 
he placed in a black bag in which he sometimes carried 
his surgical instruments, and went downstairs. 

" Mrs. Palaey," he said, looking into the shop, " I 
am going my afternoon round now, and I shall very 
likely spend the night at Dr. Learoyd's, so if I am not 
in to breakfast you will know where I am." 

" Very good, sir," replied the postmistress. She was 
accustomed to her lodger's erratic hours, and was rather 
surprised that he should have troubled to notify her of 
his probable absence. She would have been still more 
astonished bad she known that he was engaged in pre- 
paring that situation so useful to the intending slayer 
of his fellow man — an alUn. 

For Vamdyke had made up his mind that, in crim- 
inal parlance, Dan Light must " be put through it" 
The process was essential to his own safely. In plain 
English, he did not mean Dan to reach Gwynant alive. 

He was much too wary to attempt to kill his de- 
faulting colleague, as he regarded him, in the immediate 
neighbourhood if it could be helped. He had no cer- 
tain knowledge that Austin Conyers suspected him, but 
it was possible that that keen tracker of men had based 
bis summons to Dan on dawning suspicion, in which 
case the burglar's murder, if it took place at Gwynant, 
would be an open book to him. His plan was to go a 
few stations up the line to Par Junction, and there join 
the train in which the man who, unsilenced, would mar 
his schemes, was travelling. 
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So it was that all that summer afternoon Tommy 
Light was kept busy " shadderiu' " the " Long Medico," 
litUe thinking that the quarry whom he so skilfully 
dodged and eluded had set out to kill his father. From 
the moment when Vamdyke came out of Mrs. Palsey's 
door, bag in hand, the boy never lost si^t of bim. 
Behind hedges and by cross-cuts he followed him un- 
seen, from patient to patient, and in the end he swaimed 
over Doctor Learoyd'a garden wall thirty seconds after 
Vamdyke had passed through the gate. 

The fabrication of the aiibi was receiving its final 
tou<di, and Tommy, not in the least comprehending, wit- 
nessed it from the shrubbery, whence he could see into 
the dining-room. In broad daylight he dared not ven- 
ture within earshot, nor would he have been much wiser 
if he had. Vamdyke was simply preferring a request 
that be might be (dlowed to sleep there &at night, for 
which purpose, as he would probably be late, he asked 
for the loan of the surgery key. 

Doctor Learoyd, shaken by the discovery at the ves- 
try and Profesaor Yerkes's opinion, had been at the de- 
canter, and was too muddled to ask for reasons. Hav- 
ing given the required permission, he let hia head sink 
forward and relapsed into the stupor from which his 
assistant had awakened him. 

All this Tommy only saw in dumbshow, and so far 
he was a little disappointed. There had been nothing 
irregular in Vamdyke's conduct, or any clue to his ab- 
straction of the parcel " he bad been given to mind." 
But more exciting times were in store for him. After 
procuring the surgery key, Vamdyke, still carrying his 
black bag, went round to the shed where Helen had 
kept her bicycle, and shut himself in. The boy was 
afraid to go close and look through the glass square that 
lighted the sbed, but after a considerable wait he was 
rewarded with the reappearance of the assistant in 
an entirely new disguise. He had to rub his eyes 
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to recogniee him ia the rough-looking tramp who 
emerged, and prohahl; he would not have done bo had be 
not seen him enter the shed with the bag. As it was, 
he was not deceived by the threadbare garments or the 
red wig or the hlack-patehed eye, but directly Vamdyke 
had slunk out of the garden he started off on a hot scent 
which led him up the lonely road some distance, to a 
lane that skirted the village and presently ran into the 
main road for Far Junction. 

The Junction was ten miles off, and it was not till 
Tommy bad dodged and spuirmed for a long way that 
he realised what his destination was likely to he. The 
road wound through thickly wooded and sparsely in- 
habited conntry, bo that he had no difficulty in making 
himself invisible, but he knew that if Vamdyke was 
really going to Par he would probably take &e train 
there, when, in the absence of funds, an extended pur- 
suit would be impossible. 

However, nothing daunted, he plodded on, keeping 
where he could behind hedges, slipping across short cuts 
when the road curved, and making such a plucky job of 
it that when Vamdyke changed hie stride for a charac- 
teristic slouch on approaching the railway Btation, 
Tommy was close belund. It had been five o'clock 
when diey left Gwynant ; it was now half -past eight and 
growing dusk. 

The Junction was a junction and little more, save a 
public-house and a few dwellings inhabited by railway 
porters and people engaged in loading clay on the coast- 
ing vessels ^t anchored in the creek. A dreary spot, 
except when the " Dutohman " or the " Comishman " 
thundered into the station, with hordes of passengers 
alighting to change into slower trains on the divei^^t 
branches. 

Tommy Light's limited lore did not include a knowl- 
edge of railway tables. He knew nothing of when 
trains came and went Away from his beloved cliffs 
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he was a quaint anomalj, talldng broad Cockney, jet 
dazed by die " resources of civilisation," His wood- 
craft was useless to him among the tangle of metals 
converging at the Junction; all he could do was to slink 
into 8 goods siding and shelter behind a truck while 
Vamdyke went into the public-house. 

When it grew dark, Tommy left his hiding-place and, 
crossing the line, mounted the platform. He was con- 
fident that sooner or later Vamdyke would appear, 
either to depart by train or to meet some one arriving. 
The least he could do would be, in the former caae, to 
ascertain his destination, and here the youngster's in- 
born cunning came to his aid. In the temporary ab- 
sence of traffic the platform and booking-office were de- 
serted, and diving into the latter he ensconced himself 
behind a pile of ]u^;age. 

So far was he in luck's way that the " Irish har- 
vester " lurched into the bookin^ffice directly the ticket 
window was raised, and going up to the aperture, drew 
an e^iclamation of disgust from the clerk. 

" Tou needn't breathe beer all over me," protested 
the official. " Where for ? " 

Tommy could not know that tlie reek of beer inflicted 
on the clerk was part of the alibi which was to hold 
Vamdyke guiltless, but his reply astounded the hoy. 

" Third to Gwynant," said the disguised man in a 
well-simulated brogue. 

Tommy nearly " gave himself away " in astonish- 
ment that his quarry should have walked ten miles 
merely for the sake of going straight back by train. 
The thing seemed so incredible that he decided to go 
too, and probe the mystery. He had no money, but 
for a short distance that was no bar. He knew of 
more ways than one of travelling by rail. 

Vamdyke in his assumed character having clattered 
clumsily on to the platform, Tommy left his lurking- 
place and followed, keeping in the shadows away from 
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the station lights. Thus he was able to watch the 
gaunt, ragged figure that took a seat fall in the glare of 
a lamp. 

Presently a distant signal blinked, and with a tbun- 
deroua roar the London express steamed in. Amid the 
bustle and confusion of descending passengers, Tommy 
put his simple plan into practice. Waiting until he had 
Been Vamdyke enter a compartment, he dived under the 
buffers between that carriage and the next, and climbed 
on to the footboard on the off-side. When the train had 
started he worked his way along towards the compart- 
ment he had marked down. He had not approached 
close enough to see if it had other occupants, and he was 
curious on the subject 

Cautiously he raised himself and peered into the 
nearest side-window. The window of the door was 
open, and he dared not go to that The brilliance of 
the light within dazzled him for a moment, but he saw 
that diere were but two persons in the compartment 
One, close at hand, with his back to him in the comer 
seat, he recognised as Vamdyke by the fiery wig; the 
other at the opposite end was asleep, with his hat pulled 
over his eyes. 

And then Tommy Light, clinging for dear life to the 
window ledge, experienced a shock that nearly cost him 
hira his hold. The sleeper was his father — the " Dad " 
whom in four bright days he had learned to love with 
all the devotion of his wild little heart. 

And Vamdyke, with one eye on his fellow-passenger, 
was drawing a keen-edged surgical knife from its 
sheath. 
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THE QLEAU OF STEEL. 

ToifUT Light, gazing throu^ the thick plate ^ass 
of the window into the compartment, grasped the Bitna- 
tion at once. He knew not why, but Vamdyke had 
evidently been at such pains to disguise himself and 
hide his tracks so that he might join the train in which 
" Dad " waa travelling and do him to death. 

The boy was thrilled with horror, and also with child- 
ish rage at bis own impotence. Dan slept calmly on in 
his comer, ignorant of danger, while Vamdyke tried 
the temper of his blade. Tommy's first impulse was to 
take a step forward along the footboard and shout warn- 
ing to his father through the open window of the door ; 
but he abandoned it at once. Before the sleeper could 
wake sufficiently to defend himself that fiend would be 
upon him. 

A movement on Vamdyke's part steadied the boy's 
nerves and gave him the cunning of despair. The in- 
tending murderer should, at least, know that there was 
a witness of his crime, and it might be that the knowl- 
edge would deter him. Tommy tapped lightly on the 
window, and then dodged hack to the dark space where 
no light streamed on him from the windows, with the 
double purpose of concealing his own insignificant 
identity and of getting beyond the reach of Vamdylffl's 
long arm. 

He was not a moment too soon, for ihe red wig was 

almost immediately thrust through the open window of 

the door, and Vamdyke's sombre eyes bnmed into the 

darkness where Tommy lay flattened on the footboard. 
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The lad was not sure that he was eeen at all, from the 
puzzled manner in which thoBe terrible eyes changed 
their direction and peered towards the front of the train 
before they were finally withdrawn. 

Apprehensive lest he should have failed in hia pur- 
pose, he raised himaelf and crept tigain to the window. 
Vamdyke seemed to be standing irresolute, but knife 
in hand, halfway across the compartment Tommy 
tapped on the glass again, harder this time, in the hope 
that he might wake bis father while Vamdyke dared not 
attack him. But Dan still slept on, though the tapping 
bad the desired effect of causing the " Long Medico " 
to drop back with apparent carelessness into bis seat 
And then came temporary relief. The train began to 
slow down for St Sodwell, the only stop before 
Gwynant. 

Tommy hardly knew what to do — whether to leave 
his present post of vantage, run under the train, and, 
getting into the compartment, wake and alarm his 
father, or stick to the footboard and pursue his tactics 
for the short remaining distance. He was not much 
acquainted with railways, and being doubtful whether 
he should have time to get round before tbe train went 
on, be remained where he was. 

During the stoppage be took several peeps through the 
window, and the first two showed him tbe interior of 
the compartment unchanged. Dan slumbered in the 
opposite comer nearest the platform, and Vamdyke sat 
in the near comer, with the red scrateb wig pressed 
against the very glass through which the anxious tittle 
eyes were peering. But the last time when Tommy 
peeped he met with a great surprise. The lean back 
and sloping shoulders, which no disguise could wholly 
hide, were vanishing through the opposite door on tbe 
platform. 

Would their owner get in again before die train went 
on} Ko; almost aa soon as Tommy bad framed the 
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question the whistle sounded, and be had to tighten his 
clutch as the wheels hegan to move and the express went 
swaying over the points. The religion of this little 
nomad of the seashore was a simple one, and he 
breathed a heartfelt cry of gratitude for his father's 
deliverance. It had hardly died on his lips when be 
turned to face bis own peril. 

For, aa he edged along the footboard to shout wakeful 
greetings to his father throu^ the window, he became 
conscious of a presence behind him, and casting a glance 
over bis shoulder he saw that the footboard had another" 
occupant — Vamdyte, creeping towards him, and bend- 
ing low so as not to be seen from the compartments be 
had to pass. Yet one slanting ray from a carriage 
window showed the gleam of steel. 

The presence of mind that stood him in such good 
stead on the precipices of the clifF-front came to bis aid, 
and taking one step forward he cried loudly through the 
open window: 

"Dad I Wake up, Dad, and lemme in! It's me — 
Tommy. That there Vamdyke is clambertn' after 
me." 

The voice of his belowed " nipper," heard in hig 
dreams, caused the sleeper to stir uneasily, but he did 
not wake, and, looking round again. Tommy saw that 
his pursuer was six feet nearer. T^ing oS his cap he 
flung it across the compartment with unerring aim, 
and hit bis father full in the face. The blow not only 
woke the burglar up, but brought him to his feet, bull- 
dog revolver in band, and glaring wildly round. 

" Here, Dad — at the vrindow. Bring that gun and 
shoot hira. Vamdyke's after me," piped Tommy, in 
a ecstasy of excitement that brought Dan over to him, 
fumbling at the door-handle. 

" Edge a bit further along, sonny, or the door '11 
knock you off your perch when I open it," he cried. 
" That's it Ah, my God 1 but it's locked." 
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As the words left his lips a bullet, fired from the foot- 
board, chipped through his bowler hat, the report being 
drowned by the rumble of the wheels. Casting a 
furious glance in the direction of the flash, he cauf^t a 
glimpse of the crouching figure. Raising his own 
revolver, he fired twice in quick succession, with the 
result that his assailant dropped off on to the line, 
whether fatally hit or clean missed he had no means of 
knowing. 

In another moment, and none too soon, for the train 
had already begun to slacken speed for Gwynant, he 
had dragged Tommy through the window and was hug- 
ging him in his arms. 

" Tou pipped him, Dad, I reckon," said the boy, 
when he was free from the rough embrace. " I've had 
an awful job with 'im, but I didn't think 'twas to save 
you." 

And in a few breathless words Tommy told of the 
day's adventures, not forgetting Austin Conyers' in- 
junction to, as he called it, " keep on shadderin' " Doc- 
tor Learoyd's assistant 

Dan, though at the top of bis profession as a cracks- 
man, was no fire-eater, and he was all shaken up by 
having for the first time in his life loosed off a pistol at 
living flesh. He never carried one when " on busi- 
ness," and it was only at the urgent request of Mr. 
Mureh, of the " Three Fiddlers," that he had put one 
in his pocket that day. Mr. Mureh had represented the 
precaution as indispensable to any one who was likely to 
run counter to the schemes of the " Long Medico." 

And that he was likely to run counter to them Dan 
was only too well aware. In response to Austin's tele- 
gram, he had started from London with an open mind, 
ready to throw in his lot with whichever side promised 
beat for the girl who had befriended his boy. But now 
this episode on the railway seemed to beg the question 
for him ; after Vamdyke's open hostility, he was com- 
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mitted to the CaaUe party, and he thought rather rne- 
fully that it would entail confession of his midnight 
entry into the Castle, with its possihle consequences. 

" You and your young lady have led me into a pretty 
fiort of dance," he said, looking at Tommy with mock 
reproach, as he slimg his hag out of the rack and pre- 
pared to descend. 

" I ain't got no ticket: youHl 'ave to stump up, Dad, 
hut it '11 be cheap at the price if that Vamdyke's got it 
'ot," was the boy's inconsequent reply, as he followed 
his father on to the platform. 

Dan was debating whether as, for the time being, a 
law-abiding citizen, he ought to report the attack on him 
as well as his apparently effective defence, when his 
hand was grasped by some one whom in the dim light of 
the wayside station he could not at first see. 

" Why, it's Mr. Conyers," he exclaimed, after a 
eecond look. 

" Yee, I regard you as somewhat of a prize," laughed 
Austin. " Aiid," he added significanUy, " Gwynant 
roads are lonely after nightfall." 

They did not speak again till Tommy's fare had been 
negotiated and they were clear of the station, when Dan 
said: "He's been at m© already, sir — would have 
ba^ed me if it hadn't been for my nipper here. I'm 
your man, Mr. Conyers, after what that devil tried on 
to night — on the understanding that you are friendly to 
Miss Learoyd." 

Austin listened in silence to the particulars which 
Tommy was able to furnish of Vamdyke's movements 
since mid-day, and it was only at the conclusion of that 
part of the narrative which Dan was able to fill in for 
himself that he asked the single question: 

" Do you think you hit him I " 

" Doubtful. I fired to kill, seeing that he was stalk- 
ing the nipper, but I ain't very handy with a revolver,** 
replied Dan modestly. 
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" See here, you two shining ligbte," Auetin said, 
when they had covered another fifty yarda, " you must 
both come and sleep at the Castle to-night We are a 
fairly strong garrison there, but I shouldn't like to 
think of you spending the night at Treheme's shanty 
on the beach — ^with the poesihility of Mr. Sergius Vam- 
dyke having dropped unscathed oS the footboard as the 
train slowed down. Besides, there's a good deal for 
you to tell us." 

" And for us to tell him. He don't know yet as that 
'ussy Ann Watson has sloped," broke in the precocions 
Tommy. ' 

" What I " cried Dan, " That's all of a piece then. 
She's — she's Vamdyke's sister." 

" And your wife," Austin very nearly added, but 
checked himself in time, out of kindly regard for 
Tommy's feelings. Sooner or later the boy would have 
to know of that unhappy relationship, but there was no 
need to wound the little hero to-night, in the fludi of 
his victory over the common foe. 

Dan having agreed to make the Castle bis head- 
quarters, further discussion was deferred till they had 
reached their destination and Dan and Tommy had 
bceu refreshed in the servants' hall. The cracksman 
was a little shy in a domicile which he had forcibly 
entered, and bis reticence served its turn. He was re- 
garded by the faithful retainers aa a detective, sum- 
moned to clear their young master from the cloud of 
suspicion which, after Inspector Portman's visit, was 
no longer a secret. 

Dan was not sorry to escape the polite attentions of 
Mr. Seppings and tlic housekeeper, and with Tommy to 
betake himself to iiiv iibrary, where Austin and Harold, 
reinforced by Gwen, awaited them. Miss Pentreath, 
who had taken a liking to the naive wrongdoer whom 
she had been instrumental in saving from a watery 
grave, evinced real pleasure at seeing him again, tbou^ 
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Dan could not know that her presence and cordiality 
were due to a diplomatic idea of her fiance iot setting 
him at hia ease. 

So it woa that when the young lady's chatter had 
subaided Dan made a clean breast of his having 
" planted " the bottle given him by Vamdyke in the 
pedestal tabla He told bow be had been summoned 
from London for the purpose, and how he should have 
cleared out of Gwynant next day but for the discovery 
that Tommy was his son. In Uie presence of the boy 
he did not say how the discovery was made. 

" My word ain't worth much, my lady and gents," 
he concluded, " but I tell you straight I'd never have 
touched the job if I'd known what it was to lead up to. 
Vamdyke kidded me that it was just a little innocent 
fake to save his boss. Doctor Learoyd, from getting 
into trouble." 

" Then why on earth didn't you tell me this when I 
came to see you at the ' Three Fiddlers ' I " asked 
Austin, genuinely curious. 

Ban looked across at hia young hopeful, who, half 
asleep with his exertions, was nodding on the edge of 
his chair. *' I kept my own counsel for good reasons," 
he said shyly. 

" Come, man, out with it I I don't think you're the 
sort to want to bang an innocent man, even if he is a 
baronet." 

" Well, here goes," blurted Dan. " The ' Long Med- 
ico ' had fooled me that Miss Learoyd had dosed the 
old gentleman, and that be wanted to save her. I thought 
I saw then why he'd got me to plant the bottle, and — 
well, the girl had been kind to that little chap that 
needed kindness, and I'd jolly sight sooner see a toff I 
didn't know hanged than her. There, I've got it off 
jaj chest" 

Gwen's face portrayed mixed feelings, but Harold 
came over and clapped the ex-convict on the shoulder. 

_ I; COOJ^IC 
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" Ton are all right — the kind of man I should like to 
have in the reg:iment to fight side by eide with," he said 
■warmly. " Whatever is the upshot of this affair, Mr. 
Li^t, you shall never suffer for breaking into my 
house," 

Austin had opened his mouth to bring this turmoil of 
sentiment hack to the bed-rock of fact, when Seppings 
entered, and electrified them all by announcing: 

" Mr. Vamdyke ! " 
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CHAPTER XXXV 111 

THE " LOITO UEDIOO " UBUASES. 

ArsTiK CoNYEBs, iu his notes on the Qwynant mys- 
tery, has left it on record that, of all the adhievementa 
of Sergius Vamdyke in the quiet Cornish village, his 
entry into the library at Fentreath Castle on that eventr 
ful evening was the most masterly, both in conception 
and practice. 

He came in, garbed as usual in the long-skirted frock 
coat, and wearing the subdued yet self-confident manner 
of the medical practitioner who is entitled to believe 
that his advent has been anxiously awaited. Ignoring 
the various looks of blank dismay, open hostility, and 
quiet observation which his arrival created, he ad- 
dressed himself to Sir_ Harold in a slightly questioning 
tone: 

" We were sorry to hear of Lady Pentreath's illness. 
Doctor Learoyd is unfortunately not well enough to 
attend personally to-nig^t, so he asked me to come over 
aa his substitute." 

" I don't know what you mean," said Harold 
bluntly. " Half an hour ago my mother was perfectly 
well. To my knowledge Doctor Learoyd has not been 
sent for." 

" I had better go and see," cried Gwen in alarm. 
" It is just possible that mother may have sent for the 
doctor without informing us." 

Vamdyke bowed and stood aside for her to pass out, 

falling afterwards into the perfectly natural attitude of 

professional reserve suitable to the supposed occasion. 

He was just to the life the medical assistant who, not 
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being on tenna of intimacy with the family, owes it to 
hia self-respect to preserve a dignified demeanour till 
overtures are made to him. 

Austin Conyers watched him with the admiration 
which a cat of sporting instincts may feel for a danger- 
ously clever rat Here was this man, who not more 
than an hour ago had tried to kill two of the persons in 
the room, calmly surveying the pictures on the wall and 
apparently unconscious that Dan Light and Tommy 
were staring at him open-mouthed from the other side 
of the table. 

Thinking rapidly, Austin attributed his presence to 
an overwhelming desire to ascertain if Dan was at the 
Castle, and, if occasion offered, to renew his attempt to 
silence the burglar. In one way this was a good sign. 
It showed that in sending for Dan he had pressed his 
opponent hard ; but be was a little puzzled by this bold 
entry into the hostile camp on what he felt sure was the 
flimsiest of pretexts. It looked like an open challenge 
— as though Vamdyke had a. last card to play if be 
failed by violence to restrain Dan from confession at 
the inquest 

Was that last card Helen Learoyd, and the mys- 
terious hold which he had gained over her! Austin 
feared so, and he also feared that to force that card 
might mean deadly peril to the girl who, he was as- 
sured, was this arch-plotter's most pitiable victim. 

Gwen re-entered the room, brimming with indignant 
excitement " Mother is quite well, and has sent no 
message to Doctor Learoyd," she announced. " I have 
also inquired if any of the servants are ill, but they are 
not, and no one from the Castle has been to the doctor's 
house." 

Vamdyke wheeled round from his contemplation 
of the ancestral portraits, wearing the deprecating 
manner of the innocent dupe of a mistake not his 
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" I am extremel; glad to hear that 1117 serviceB are 
not required, but more than sorry for my unfortunate 
intrusion," he said. " It puts me in an unpleasant 
position, because I must excuse myself at the expense 
of my principal. The fact is, Doctor Learoyd has been 
all unstrung since his daughter left home, and he must 
have iuatrucled me wrongly. Allow me to apologise 
and withdraw." 

Austin Conyers was stooping over Harold, whisper- 
ing in his ears. That shrewd student of criminal ethics 
had instinctively come to the conclusion that Vamdyke 
was not aware that he had been recognised in the Irish 
labourer who had murderously assailed Ban and Tom- 
my in the train. 

Harold nodded quick assent, and Austin raised bis 
head. " Don't go just yet, sir, please," he said, ad- 
dressing Vamdyke. " There are one or two points to 
be cleared up, and we may as well seize the opportunity 
you have made for ua. Owen, dear, will you kindly 
ask Seppings to hold one of the grooms in readiness 
to ride into the village, and," he added in a lowered 
voice, " I think you had better not come back to this 
room." 

Vamdyke turned his snaky eyes from one to the 
other, but did not speak till the door had closed on 
Owen. Then he snarled out : " Well, Mr. Conyers ? " 

Austin beckoned Tommy forward. " You watched 
this man all the afternoon, my lad, didn't you — from 
the time he changed his clothes in Doctor Learoyd's 
Mcycle shed to when he shot at your father in the 
train ! " 

" Afore that, sir, ever since he come out of the post- 
office carrying his hag of duds," replied Tommy, winc- 
ing before a scowl ^at would have slain if it could. 
There was no question but that Vamdyke had not real- 
ised that be had been under observation so long. For 
the fraction of a second he seemed taken aback, though 
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he hastened to cover his surprise with a derisive 
laugh. 

" Clever Mr. Conjers ! " he sneered. " The groom 
is to ride for the village policeman, I suppose, bo that 
Mr. Daniel Light ma; give me in charge! I shouldn't 
keep that groom out of his bed if I were you. He 
won't be wanted." 

" Here, let's end it and have the constable up," broke 
in Harold impetuously, with hia hand to the bell. 

But Austin checked him with a shake of the head, 
" In fairness to Mr. Vamdyke we had better let him 
know the strength of our case against him before we do 
that," he said. 

" Most considerate, I'm sure. It is a pleasure to 
cross swords with the celebrated Mr. Conyera," Vam- 
dyke retorted. He was himself again now, and folding 
his arms leaned against the wall by the door. His 
manner troubled Austin not a little, with its su^estion 
of latent force, but by all the rules of Old Bailey 
strategy he was bound to press the indictment he had 
framed. 

So, tersely and without heat, he made the most of the 
materials he had collected, charging Vamdyke with 
trumping up a case against Harold by suborning Dan 
Light to break into the Castle and place the poison in 
the drawer, in collusion with a treacherous servant who 
had decamped rather than face a jury. Out of con- 
sideration for Dan and Tommy he said nothing about 
relationships, but dwelt on the central crux of his con- 
tention — that Doctor Learoyd's assistant, driven into a 
comer by the arrival from India of Harold, who knew 
him to be a scoundrel, had turned Sir Michael's death 
to his advantege by an elaborate plot to silence the man 
who could denotmce him. 

Austin concluded by deliberately accusing Vamdyke 
of an infamous attempt to blackmail his employer by 
slandering his employer's dau^ter. 
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" Seally, Mr. ConyersI Blackmailing my employer? 
How do you get at that? " aaked Yamdyke with geu- 
oine interest. 

" I overheard your conversation with the Doctor laat 
night — heard you demand huBb-money over a crime 
which, if it was committed at all, was certainly not com- 
mitted by Helen Learoyd," returned Austin quietly. 

" Ah t So yon are detective as well as counBel for 
the defence. Have your inveetigations brought any- 
thing further home to me t " 

" Not aa yet," was Austin's significant answer. 

Vamdyke's croaking laugh followed it close. " Then 
I am afraid that you will have to send that groom to 
bed," he sneered. And then, abandoning his attitude 
against the wall, be straightened himself and took a 
step forward. " Let us assume for the sake of argu- 
ment that all your statements are true and your deduc- 
tions correct," he went on in the same contemptuous 
tone. " Supposing you run me in for conspiracy, 
which by the way you will soon find you dare not do, 
the inuuediate result will be to transfer the murder 
charge from Sir Harold Pentreath to Miss Helen Lea- 
royd." 

" A charge which will not stand for five minutes, 
after the explanation which Miss Learoyd could, and 
doubdess would, give, now that the case against Sir 
Harold is proved to have been fabricated by you," re- 
plied Austin, eying hia antagonist firmly, yet with in- 
ward mjs^ving, for there was a confidence in his man- 
ner which su^eated the holding of a trump card. 

" And bow," proceeded Vamdyke sneeringly, " are 
you going to communicate all these brave doings, with 
the resultant whitewashing of Sir Harold, to Miss Lea- 
royd? You cannot do it, because you do not know 
where she is." 

" Naturally she will return when she reads in the 
newspapers the evidence which Mr. Light is prepared 
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to give at the inqaest," Austin replied, affecting a con- 
fidence which he waa far from feeling. 

Again that raven-like cachinnation. " Mister Light 
is not going to give any evidence at the inquest ; he will 
keep lock^ up in his stupid head a story the truth of 
which I neither deny nor admit, and you two gentlemen 
will preserve the same silence. It happens to suit mo 
that Sir Harold Fentreath shall remaiQ, for the present 
at any rate, under the suspicion of having murdered his 
father," said Vamdyke, with an impudent relish of the 
situation that made Austin fear the worst 

Still, he wanted to know the worst, and he saw that 
he bad to he quick about it if be was to keep Harold 
from hurling himself on that mocking fiend. 

" You take a high hand, sir, considering that we 
have three charges on any one of which we can lock you 
up to-night — conspiracy, and the two attempts to mur- 
der Light and his son," he said. " Tes, you had better 
ring the bell, Harold, and send for the constable." 

" And let Helen Learoyd die of starvation," Vam- 
dyke croaked, in time to stay Harold's hand on the 
bell-push. " Yes, die of starvation," he repeated with 
keen enjoyment of the horror he saw in their faces. 
" She is where she will do that if you take any steps 
that will deny me personal access to her. Oh, yea, Mr. 
Conyere, I see what is passing in your mind. You 
will let me go now, and set spies on me, yourself for 
choice, to lead you to her. If you do that, you will 
equally starve the girl to death, for I shall not hudge an 
inch in her direction till it is as dear as noonday that I 
am not followed." 
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CHAPTER XXXIX 

THE BOBEAM IB THE OBOSS-TDRnEL. 

Helen Lbasotd turned in deapair from the locked 
door at the foot of the shaft under the Haunted Tower. 
The candle in the lantern had burned low, and she was 
in baste to do that which she had been half minded to 
do at first — bolt tbe trap-door beneath the chamber 
from which she had fled, and ao make Vamdyke and 
Ann AVatson prisoners. 

As she would soon be in darkness, with no exit from 
tbe subterranean passages, abe would be no nearer ul- 
timate escape than before ; but her plan, if she could 
carry it out, would at leaat put a barrier between her 
and Vamdjke till he could go around to the foot of the 
cliff and enter b; the door Qiat had now prevented her 
flight 

Even that brief respite of an hour or so would be 
better than nothing, and she hurried up the narrow, 
winding ascent, all aglow with bet purpose. There waa 
just the chance that Vamdyke, knowing that she could 
not escape through these old smugglers' burrows, would 
spend some time in abusing Wataon for guarding her so 
loosely. She had long ago gauged the potentialities 
for ungovernable wrath in her persecutor's fierce eyes. 

So steep waa the slope that her progress upwards 
through the tortuous tunnel was necessarily alow, but at 
last she was gladdened by the first sign of the end of the 
ascent, in the mouth of the cross-tunnel which on her 
way down she had essayed in vain. The nearer abe 
came to the top of the shaft the greater the chance that 
any moment the gaunt, cadaverous form of her persecu- 
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tor might come flapping towards her out of the dark- 
ness, and her atrained gaze was always ahead — on the 
next curve. 

So it waa that she passed the opening of the cross- 
tunnel without BO mudi as turning her head t<i look up 
it, and she had.just got b;, when from its Inner receBses 
a sound fell upon her ears, that made her heart stand 
stiU. 

A cry, beginning faintly and growing and ever grow- 
ing in a series of piercing screams that died away in a 
tremulous wail like that of a lost soul, rang down the 
smaller passage into the winding shaft 

Speculation as to its cause was useless, and Helen 
hurried on and upwards, spurred now by dread of what 
might be behind as well as what was before. "Hst 
terror and doubt were accentuated by the knowledge 
that a quarter of an hour ago the crosa-tunnel, up to the 
boulder which had stopped her, held no living occupant. 

The last bend in the corkscrew shaft was passed at 
last, and she came to the foot of the perpendicular lad- 
der that led up to the trap-door giving access to the 
chamber under the Haunted Tower. Instinctively she 
glanced upwards at the door she had intended to bolt, 
hardly knowing if she would dare to do so now, with 
that scream behind her, and at once she encountered a 
fresh shock. 

The trap-door was wide open, and tbe lamplight from 
her late prison was streaming down into t^ shaft 
Above, intense silence reigned. Half fearing that it 
was a decoy to tempt her back to her cage, yet urged by 
that haunting cry below, Helen ran quickly up the 
ladder and put her head through the trap-door. 

The chamber was empty. Neither Vamdyke nor 
Ann Watson was there. Helen sprang on to the level 
of the floor, and lowering the trap she shot the inside 
bolts. Then she raced up the ladder that ran from 
the floor to the second trap-door leading into the in- 
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terior of the Hflunted Tower and tried it It refused 
to move, being evidently, as elie expected, still bolted 
on the upper aide. The lower bolts having been re- 
moved, she was unable to secure the door or to escape 
that way, but for the moment she was safe. 

For instinct told her that where the scream was there 
Vamdyke was — below in the cross-tunnel. 

Gazing round the rock-hewn chamber, she saw that 
no change had taken place during her short absence. 
The lamp burned steadily on its bracket, the rugs were 
scattered just as Ann Watson must have tossed them 
aside to pursue her, and her own extemporised couch 
was just as she had crept from it to make her rush for 
liberty. 

Stay, though. There was one difference. The line 
which she had let down from the crevice facing the sea 
had been imhitched, and bad presumably fallen to the 
rocks below. This was no more than she could expect, 
having seen the tin, which she had attached to the end 
of the liue, in Vamdyke's hand as he passed up while 
she was in the cross-tunnel. 

" If only I could secure that upper trap-door on its 
lower side I could stand a siege for a long time," she 
mnrmured, as she gazed up at the heavy, iron-bound 
square in the roof. 

She had b^un to search for some means to attain 
this end, when her attention was diverted by three loud 
knocks on the reverse side of the trap-door in the floor, 
which she had just passed through and bolted. It was 
Vamdyke, returned from his underground excursion 
and demanding admittance. 

" You will gain nothing by all this," his voice came, 
dull and muffled, through the thick oak. " I have only 
to go down to the lower entrance and come round by 
the shore and the cliff to the Tower, when I shall find 
the other trap-door open to me. You will not improve 
my temper by putting me to such needless trouble." 
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Helen made no answer. She would do nothing to 
disclose her presence, though the holted door and his 
knowledge that the npper one was bolted on the ontside 
must leave no doubt in his mind that she had retamed 
to the chamber while he was in the cross-tunnel. 

He kept silence for nearly a minute, and then the far- 
off, rasping voice began again. 

" Let me appeal to your humanity to open t<i me," it 
said. " My sister, known to you as Ann Wataon, has 
met with an accident in one of the underground pas- 
sages while we were seeking for you. She is very 
seriously hurt, and I wish to bring her up for treat- 
ment." 

The scream Helen had heard certainly lent colour to 
the statement, but if the woman had injured herself it 
was in the furtherance of a criminal enterprise. Ann 
Watson, as one of her jailors and the treacherous mes- 
senger who had lured her into Vamdylre's clutches, had 
no claim on her pity. Besides, it was probably only a 
cunning pretext for gaining access to the cavern. 
Again Helen made no answer. 

" She will die of thirst if you do not open the door," 
gurgled up from below, without drawing any response 
from the girl, who was thanking God for the stout oak 
that warded off her enemy — even if it was only for a 
time. Helen stood with head bent low over the trap, 
listening for the next appeal, but none came. When 
Vamdyke spoke next it was to utter a threat : 

" Once more, if you do not open it will be the worse 
for you in the end. Remember that in less than an 
hour I can go round and approach you from above." 

Helen remained dumb. An hour's immunity from 
the sight of that loathed creature, whom she could pic- 
ture to herself hnnging like a gigantic bat to the ladder 
below, was worth the risk she ran by setting him at 
defiance. He had not yet obtained the letter from her 
which was to deceive her father into parting with his 
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monej, and till be had exhausted all efforts to obtain it 
Vamdyke would not be likely to do her bodily hann. 

Another minute passed, and then Helen heard bia 
footsteps descending the ladder oo the first stage, doubt- 
less, of the detour he would have to make to get down 
to her throu^ the Tower. As soon as she was assured 
that he was gone she resumed with tenfold activity her 
search for some means of barricading the undefended 
trap-door in the roof. 

It seemed a hopeless task. The ponderous iron- 
bound square that loomed down from the bead of the 
ladder was not to be fastened by tags of grocery string, 
or even by what was left of the ancient smugglers' rot- 
ting rope. She might have attempted the business with 
the latter if there bad been anything to fasten it to, 
but there was not The door, denuded of its bolts on 
the lower side, was a smooth surface, with no projection 
to which a rope could be lashed. 

And then, suddenly, her eyes fell on a box which she 
had not noticed before — a battered wooden box, nearly 
hidden under the tinned provisions that were stacked 
against the rocky wall of the cavern. Without much 
hope that it would contain anything to help her, she 
draggled it out — then cried aloud in joy at her discovery. 

In the box was an assortment of tools, nails, and 
screws ; but there was more besides. Her eager fingers 
closed on the two bolts which had been removed from 
the upper trap-door to prevent her from locking her- 
self in. They had either been left there by Vamdyke 
inadvertently, or he had not given her credit for ability 
to refix them in the improbable event of her finding 
them. 

Seizing the bolts and screw-driver, and providing 
herself with the requisite screws, she ran up tiie ladder 
and set to work. There were eight screws to each bolt, 
hut she was aided by the holes being ready to receive 
them, and it gave her confidence to Imow that the door 
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would be practically secure against an intruder when 
one bolt only was restored to its original position. 

All the time she worked she kept calculating how long 
it would he before the door was tried from above. Her 
knowledge of the locality enabled her to follow Vam- 
dyke's circuitous progress in her mind's eye. Now he 
would be crunching along the shingle under the beetling 
cliff precipices; now he would be nearing the cluster of 
fishermen's huts where Tommy Light lived with the 
Trehemes; now be would be mounting through the 
chine from the beach to the higher ground; now he 
would be making his way along the upward-eloping path 
that culminated in the mighty headland in whose bmom 
she was imprisoned. 

Now be would be scaling the railings that encircled 
the tower ; any moment now her straining ears might 
bear bis tread echo through the vast emptiness of the 
deserted landmark overhead; any moment — abl what 
in Heaven's name was that^ 

The sound that drew from her that startled cry came 
not from above, but from below — a repetition of the 
dreadful scream she bad heard as she passed the mouth 
of the cross-tunnel, only fainter, and tempered by the 
stout woodwork it had to penetrate. It seemed to come 
from under ike trap-door in the floor, though not close 
to it 

Helen descended tbe ladder, and going over to the 
comer, listened intently. She had been so occupied 
with her own peril, and with fortifying her prison to 
the exclusion of her captor, that Ann Watson and the 
alleged " accident " had passed temporarily from her 
mind. Now that she had converted her prison into a 
citadel by " hermetically sealing " herself, as it were, 
both above and below, and had gained a corresponding 
amount of confidence, she began to have womanly 
qualms about a possibly distressed fellow creature. 

Yet, full of distrust, and mindful that Watson was 
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bcr enemy, she dared not act on impulse and raise the 
trap-door. Vamdyke might be there aa well — might 
have inspired, or even simulated, the cry of distress to 
break down her state of siege. 

But no. While she was hesitating and listening, a 
footfall in the tower overhead told her that Yamdyke 
had Completed bis detour and was about to encounter 
the check she bad prepared for him. The clang of 
metal told of the upper bolts being withdrawn, and close 
upon it followed a snarl like that of an animal baulked 
of its prey. He had endeavoured to raise the trap-door 
and bad found it barred against him. 

Helen waited with both ears open — one for the tor* 
rent of abuse that might be expected to assail her from 
above, the other for further signs of trouble from be- 
low — a trouble which she now feared might be genuine. 

It was the latter which reached her — no vague scream 
this time, but a plaintive appeal in words that trembled 
up into the vaulted cavern. 

" Sergius I " came the heart-rending cry, " I am not 
dead, Sergius, but I am dying. For the love of God do 
not leave me here to die in the dark, all alone. It will 
make no difference to you to grant me such a little 
favour. No one can ever know that you killed me. I 
am frightened, down in this awful place." 

The tenor of the words could hardly have reached 
the baffled schemer on the other side of the upper trap- 
door, but he must have recognised the voice; for Helen, 
standing transfixed with horror, heard a violent curse 
break from him, followed by the shooting of the top 
bolt«, and by the patter of his fast-receding footsteps. 
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CHAPTER XE. 

A STATE OP BIEOE. 

It being now certain that Vamdjke was not below 
and could not return to the undei^ground passages for 
some time, Helen hesitated no longer. Hastilj re- 
plenishing her lantern with a fresh candle^ ehe tinfas- 
tened and raised the trap-door in the floor, and, descend- 
ing the ladder that ran down the Erst perpendicular 
Btage of the shaft, she saw, crouched at the foot, the 
form of a woman. 

Still suspicious of treachery, she went down three 
parts of the way with extreme wariness, ready at the 
first sign to retreat. But as soon as the lantern ray 
shone clearer on that huddled heap she flung caution to 
the winds. For Ann Watson raised her face, a face so 
fearful in its bloodstained shapelessness, that in 
Helen's gentle breast there was no room for aught but 

pity- / 

" What has happened to you, poor thing?" she asked, 
as she bent over the wretched creature. 

But Watson had spent her waning strength in that 
cry to her brother for help, and wl»n she recognised 
that it was not he, but Helen, she could do nothing but 
weep. 

" I am broken all to pieces, Miss Learoyd," she 
moaned at last " He nearly killed me in his rage for 
letting you get away — thought he had killed me, I be- 
lieve." 

The late Sir Michael's once trim attendant was a ter- 
rible spectacle. Her head had the appearance of hav- 
ing been hammered against the rocky side of the tunnel, 
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and Helen, with her knowledge of ambulance work, 
quickly discovered that one of her legs was broken. 
Her crawl to the foot of the ladder from where abe had 
been struck down must have been a veritable progress of 
agony. 

" I must get you up the ladder into the room abore, 
but first I must set your leg," said Helen. " I must 
leave you while I run up and find something that will 
do for splints." 

"One moment; where is Sergiust I thou^t 
he was up there with you," the injured woman 'fal* 
tered. 

Briefly Helen told her bow she had first bolted him 
out of the lower trap-door, and then out of the upper — 
how he had hurriedly departed from the latter on hear- 
ing Ann's voice. 

" Then you will have to be quick, miss, with what- 
ever you do for me," was the reply. " You may be sure 
he is already well on his way back to the lower entranoe. 
He has a kind of second sight He will guess that you 
are down here helping me, and he will try to get round 
in time to prevent you from shutting him out of his 
stronghold again." 

Helen needed no urging, and after a rush up the lad- 
der and a hasty search, was soon down again with the 
lid of a box which she bad split into splints with one of 
those luckily found tools. WiUi these and some strands 
of rope she did good work on the shattered limb, but the 
worst was still to come. She had to get the helpless 
woman up a perpendicular ladder of twenty rungs be- 
fore she could close the trap-door and once more regard 
her prison chamber as a fortress. 

By the time she had got the leg in splints more 
than half an hour had passed, and at the widest com- 
putation Vamdyke might be expected on the scene in 
twenty minutes. But he would strain every nerve to 
head her off, and Helen, as she rose to her feet for the 
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final effort, knew that be might appear at the head of 
the winding tunnel at an; moment 

" Come," she said ; " it will be painful, I fear, but I 
will try not to hurt you more than I can help." 

She assisted the poor wreck to rise, and tiien, struck 
by the great difficulty of hoiating her up tbe ladder, she 
added : 

" Don't yon think, now that I have made yon more 
comfortable, you bad better wait down here till be 
cornea? I would leave you the lantern. Surely be 
would fetch people to carry you down to the shore and 
so to his lodgings. Incidentally it might be a way of 
helping me, if you care for that — after what I have 
done for you." 

The proposition elicited the frightened whimper: 
" Pray do not abandon me, little as I have deserved 
your help. You do not know Sergius even yet He 
would finish his work on me directly he bad me at his 
mercy again. He will never willingly let me go hence 
alive after treating me so." 

So Helen had no choice but to make the attempt, and 
gallantly she essayed it No need to describe that 
dreadful ten minutes on the ladder spent by the fu^- 
tivea, the frail girl putting forth all her strength to raise 
her helpless companion, yet doing it so deftly and ten- 
derly that Ann Watson uttered no sound till they both 
sank exhausted on the floor of the underground cham- 
ber. And then it waa no cry of anguish, but of warn- 
ing: 

" The trap-doorl Down with it, quick. I can hear 
him coming up the shaft" 

Helen heard htm, too, and rolling over on her side 
slammed the heavy aquare into position and bolted it — 
just in time. For the deaperate effort had been too 
much for her, and the next moment she fainted. 

When she came to herself she was at once recalled to 
the paat horrors of that awful night by Ann Watson, 
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vho lay close hj, groaning in pain from tbe now in* 
flamed wounds in her face and head. Perhaps it was 
as well for Helen in those dark hours and diose that 
were to come that her mind was distracted from her own 
misfortune hy having a fellow creature dependent on 
ber. She got Ann on the couch, bathed l^r wounds, 
made her some tea, and finally, just aa a slant of day- 
light throu^ the crevice told that the sun was rising 
soothed her to sleeu. 

Then, when she had gone the round of her fortifica- 
tions and found them all secure, with no visihle or andi- 
ble signs of the enemy, she lay down herself for a much- 
needed rest 

The next day, which was the one on which Tommy 
shadowed Vamdyke and fustrated his attempted mur- 
der of Dan Li^t in the train, passed uneventful in 
the vault under the tower, so far as outside alarms were 
concerned ; though, as Helen could not know the cause 
of her immunity, there was no relief to her apprehen- 
sion, nor could she relax her vigilance. And in addi- 
tion to watching her defences she had to play the part 
of nurse to Ann Watson, who was in a high fever and 
frequently delirious. 

The following day passed in much the same manner, 
except that towards evening there was a distinct im- 
provement in the patient's condition, and she was able 
to describe in a few broken words how she had come by 
her injuries. 

On Vamdyke entering the chamber and finding her 
bolted in and Helen flown, he had stalked straight to 
the crevice and examined the line which Helen had 
made fast there with her signals of distress. After un- 
hitching the line and letting it fall down the precipice, 
he had turned on Ann with that in his face which had 
caused her to fly for her life. The trap-door in the 
floor was open, and she had dived down it, with no idea 
of ultimate escape, knowing that the exit £rom the aub- 
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tetranean passages would be locked, but in sheer frantic 
hope of prolonging ber life by a few seconds. 

He had caught her in the cross-tunnel and had there 
wreaked his vengeance on her, finally leaving ber for 
dead. Watson was convinced that there had been 
method in his berserk fury, and that he had all along 
intended to make away with tier, so as to prevent her 
from hampering bis future movements. 

" All my life I have gone in dread of my brother," 
the unhappy woman wailed. " I have served him 
faithfully in many of his evil deeds, but only because I 
knew he would kill me if I refused." 

She either could not or would not tell much of the 
plot to implicate Harold Fentreath. Possibly she was 
not in Vamdyke's full confidence as to hia ultimate de- 
signs, but more probably she feared to incriminate her- 
self in the unlikely event of escape. Helen, however, 
gathered the general outline of Vamdyke's scheme to 
play Harold's love for her against hers for him, making 
each one believe the other in danger of being charged 
with Sir Michael's murder. 

Of course, she herself, with the knowledge ehe pos- 
sessed of how Sir Michael had come by his death, had 
never been deceived, hut shut up in that dungeon she 
was powerless to di->sipate the cloud of suspicion which, 
if it bad not burst already, was about to break over her 
lover. Ani;! Watson's latest information stopped short 
at the point when, at her brother's bidding, she had fled 
from ^e Castle to give colour to the surmise that Sir 
Harold bad " squared " her to keep out of the way, but 
it included the ominous news that the Home Office 
analyst was to be in Qwynant that day. 

By the afternoon Helen bad worked herself into a 
fever of apprehension. The analyst would certainly 
have discovered poison in the body, and even then Har- 
old might be under arrest. She had not the meagre 
comfort of knowing that the arrest had been at least 
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deferred through AuBtiu Confers pointing out to In- 
spector Portman the futility of effecting it with his 
only materia witness missing. 

But she tried to keep from hrooding, and all through 
the long summer day she ministered to the injured 
woman, and in the intervals of her ministrations tried 
to device means of escape. Twenty times she stood on 
the chair under the crevice and gazed over the wide 
expanse of sea till her eyee ached with the glare Uiat 
was in such contrast to die gloom within. 

Once, far out, she saw the brown sail of a Talmouth 
trawler, but the distance precluded the handkerchief 
which she waved from attracting attention. Once, in 
the fading light of evening, she had her hopes raised 
higher by a boat rowed close in-shore. She could make 
out the two blue-guemseyed occupants, and almost 
thought she recognised them by the sweep of their oars 
as two local fishermen. Putting her bands together 
she sent a wild cry quivering down the precipice, but 
all she got for her pains was to see the men bend their 
backs and head their little craft straight out to sea, as 
though in mortal fear. 

That sight, more than the impenetrable walla of rock 
around her, more than the bolted trap-doors above and 
below, filled her with despair. She remembered where 
she was — virtually in the Haunted Tower, that place of 
ill omen, shunned hj the bravest men on the coast for 
more than a century as the home of ghosts and malefi- 
cent sprites. 

Vamdyke had well chosen his " refuge " — a spot 
from which even the hardy fishermen turned and fled 
at the sound of a girl's cry for help. 

So far there had been no sound, either from the tun- 
nels or from the interior of the Tower above, to show 
that Vamdyke was hovering near, and Helen began to 
calculate how long the provisions would last in case no 
one ever came. 
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Towards nightfall Ann Watson became delirious 
again, and it was only towards morning Aat Helen was 
able to snatch a few houis of fitful sleep. She was 
roused from it by a loud knocking' on the upper trap- 
door, and with a wild dawn of hope that it meant a res- 
cue she rushed up the ladder. 

" Who is there? What is it? " she called through, 
her hand on the bolt 

And then she had to steady herself by clutching at the 
granite roof, for the voice that came down to her dashed 
her hopes. It was the hated croak of Vamdyke. 

" I am sorry to have neglected you for so long, Miss 
Learoyd, but I have been kept diplomatically busy for 
the past two days, I am the bearer of tidings that will 
interest you." 

Heartsick with the disappointment, but true to her 
determination to hold no converse with him, Helen be- 
gan to descend the ladder, when he spoke again. 

" I have here a copy of the Western Morning News 
giving a full report of the inquest held yesterday on Sir 
Michael Pentreath. It is a journalistic effort which, 
with your interest in the family at the Castle, you really 
oiifihl; to see," 

Helen paused in her descent of the ladder, and while 
she hesitated, a movement below drew her eyes down- 
wards to the floor of the cavern. Ann Watson had 
raised herself on her elbows and was staring up in ter- 
ror at the trap-door. 

" Don't let him in. He means murder. Don't let 
him in! " she sbrielred. 



b, Google 



CHAPTER XLL 

TEBMB OF BUBKENDBB. 

Amn Watsoh'b cry must have penetrated the trap- 
door, for it evoked one of Vamdyke's cmel langhs. 

" Wait till I ask for admission, my sweet sister. I 
shall get it quick enough then," he called down. " Miss 
Learoyd, if you want to see the account of the inquest I 
will leave the paper here, so that you can reach it by 
raising the trap-door six inches. While you do ao I 
will withdraw to a distance, and, lest you should suspect 
a ruae, I will whistle all the time, bo that you can be 
sure of my whereabouta. Do you agreed " 

" Tea," Helen forced herself to answer in her intense 
eagerness to learn how matters stood with Harold. 

" Very well ; I have placed the paper at the lip of the 
trap, and with it you will find some writing materials, 
the use of which I will explain when you have read the 
report," came down the reply, followed hj a whistling 
noise which receded and got fainter till it seemed to re- 
main stationary some way off. 

In fear and trembling Helen unbolted the door, and 
managing to raise it a little, she quickly possessed her- 
self of the newspaper and the pen, ink, and notepaper 
which were ready to her hand. She had the door down 
again and bolted before she quite realised what an or- 
deal she had passed through. 

The whistling ceased, and almost immediately the 
sound of the shooting of the upper bolts showed that the 
stete of siege had been restored to ito previous condi- 
tions. 

" I will give you ten minutes to master the report; 
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then I will have a word witii you," Varndjke shouted 
through. 

Descending the ladder, Helen took the paper over 
under the lamp, and conscious that Wataon'a lack-lustre 
ejes were watching her, she read as follows : 

"THE LATE SIR MICHAEL PENTKEATH. 

" BXHCMATIOK ADD INQUEST. 

" The extraordinary nimours culminated yeaterday 
in the opening of an enquiry by the coroner at the ' Pen- 
treath Arms.' Colonel Dalbiac, the Chief Constable, 
with Inspector Portman represented Uie police authori- 
ties, and the interests of tiie family were looked after 
by Mr. Austin Oonyers, the well-known London bar- 
rister and expert in criminal jurisprudence. 

" The jury having been empanelled, the coroner ex- 
plained to ^em that there would have to be an ad- ■ 
joununent till the full report of the government analyst 
came to hand, but in the meanwhile, that gentleman 
having indicated that the death was due to a certain 
specified poison, tbe interests of justice demanded that 
the enquiry should be opened. 

" Pormal evidence of identification having been 
given, Inspector Portman was called and testified that 
on the ISth instant Ann Watson, a servant employed at 
the Castle, came to him and tendered information that 
she had found a bottle in a drawer in the library. He 
had ascertained that the bottle, which was half full, 
contained a deadly poison named slropkanthua, and be 
bad thereupon reported to the Chief Constable, who had 
obtained an exhtmiation order. Professor Terkes had 
expressed tbe opinion that death was due to strophan- 
thus poisoning, and would report as to the exact amount 
after the examination in his laboratory. 

" The first sensational note in die enquiry was struck 
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by the Inspector's repl; to the coroner when he asked if 
he could produce Ann Watecoi. 

" ' I cannot do so at present; she has been spirited 
away,' was Mr. Portman's reply. 

" Mr. Conyers was at once on his feet with a protest, 
and by favour of the coroner was allowed to put the 
qnestion : ' At whose instance do you infer that she has 
been spirited away i ' 

" I leave that to the jury,' was all that the inspector 
would admit 

" The next witness was Sir Harold Pentreath, the 
new baronet, who in answer to questiona by the coroner 
said he euppoeed be was the last person to aee his father 
alive. On the night of the death he bad sent the at- 
tendant, Ann Watson, to bed, and bad sat up with the 
deceased till he went to sleep, as he thou^t, which was 
not till after he had administered to him a sleeping- 
draught brought from Doctor Learoyd'a by Perkins, the 
groom. Asked if he had any knowledge of a bottle con- 
taining strophanthus in a drawer in the writing-table in 
the library. Sir Harold admitted using the drawer in 
question since his father's death, but denied all knowl- 
edge of any such bottle, adding that, if there had been 
such a one, it must have been put there for a purpose. 

" ' What purpose^ ' the coroner asked with less than 
his usual urbanity. 

" ' Of fabricating suspicion against myself,' Sir Har- 
old replied with some heat 

" ' Can you point to any one who would have been 
likely to have placed the bottle in the drawer, or to have 
incited any one else to do so f ' was the nest quesion. 
It caused a craning of necks and a hum of anticipation 
among the spectators, which grew more pronounced 
when it was seen that the witness was conferring with 
Mr. Conyers before answering. 

" ' There are reasons why I cannot reply to your 
questions as I should wish to,' was Sir Harold's answer, 
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evidently prompted by his legal adviser. It was noticed 
that he uttered it with an air of reluctant self-repres- 
sion, and there ia no denying that the vagueness of the 
statement detracted from the sympathy felt for the new 
baronet in a very trying position. 

" Doctor Learoyd was the next witness to be called, 
and tendered his evidence with much emotion. Mb had 
been treating Sir Michael for chronic disease of the 
heart, and had prescribed sirophanthiig in small dosee, 
the mixture being dispensed by his assistant, Mr. Vam- 
dyke. The doctor asserted Ihat he had examined the 
remains of the mixture found in the sick room, and 
that he had found it correct. There had certainly been 
no mistake in the dispensing of it. 

" ' And the sleeping-draught bottle — did you find 
that at the bedside and examine it also ! ' enquired the 
coroner. 

" ' It was empty. The draught, having been made 
up for a single dose, had all been consumed,' was the 
doctor's eonelusive answer. 

" Pressed for an explanation of his having granted 
a certificate for burial, the doctor showed that blame 
could hardly attach to him on that account. The poison 
had set up acute heart disease from which the patient 
had died, but the symptoms in the dead body were 
exactly the same as they would have been had Sir 
Michael died from the -chronic heart complaint from 
which he suffered. 

" ' If I treat a man for typhoid and he apparently 
dies of typhoid, surely I am justified in granting a cer- 
tificate. That would be on all fours with this case,' 
said the doctor. 

" In a few kindly words the coroner endorsed that 
view, and added that under the circumstances there 
could be no reflection on him for acting as he had done. 
Doctor Learoyd appeared to have been the victim of a 
coincidence ■ ^at was as yet absolutely inexplicable. 
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This was as far as the enquiry could be carried yester- 
day, and it was adjourned for a week, at tbe end of 
which it is hoped that not only wiU the analyaiB of Pro- 
feasoT Yerkes be before the Court, but that Inspector 
Portman'a endeavours to trace Ann Watson will have 
been successful. 

" One cannot shut one's eyes to the fact that if this 
woman cannot be found the position of Sir Harold Pen- 
tre&th will be an unfortunate one, to say the least of it. 
He will rest under a suspicion which can neither be 
refuted nor confirmed, for it is pretty well understood 
that Inspector Portman bad been quite prepared to take 
a certain course, and was only prevented from doing 
so at the last moment by the discovery that his witness 



" We do not tbink it necesary in this issue to more 
than allude to the village rumours which connect with 
the case the name of a young lady resident at Gwynant, 
who is also unaccountably absent from her home. 
IN^othing definite on this point has yet been ascertained, 
and any comment would be unfair to the lady and her 
friends." 

So ended the coldly unsympathetic newspaper report, 
the writer of which would have won fame indeed could 
he have filled in tbe details only known to those two 
captives under the Haunted Tower. Intuitively Helen 
felt that Vamdyke was about to push his demands for 
ending the intolerable situation he bad purposely 
created. The removal of perpetual suspicion would he 
his part of the bargain ; she had already been told in 
plain words what hers would be. 

Three raps on the upper trap-door called her to at- 
tention, and vrith despair in her heart she mounted the 
ladder. 

" As to those writing materials," came down the 
bated voice ; " your first step towards clearing the 
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character of Sir Harold Pentreath will be to take pen 
and paper and drop a line to your father, saying that in 
the unfortunate circumstancea that have arisen you 
have placed yourself unreservedly in my hands, and 
that you implore him to furnish me with the necessary 
funds for getting you safe out of the kingdom." 

" And what would be the next step* " Helen nerved 
herself to ask. 

" As soon as I receive the money from Doctor 
Learoyd I shall come and take you away and makie you 
my wife," came back the inexorable reply. 

" But," persisted Helen, speaking as one in a dream, 
" what means would be taken to clear Sir Harold ! " 

" Your preservation of my sister eimplifiee that ma^ 
ter," returned Vamdyke. " After we have got clear 
away, which I shall have no difficulty in contriving, she 
will be free to tell her own tale about the bottle in the 
drawer. After my indiscreet handling of her the other 
night it is not likely to be very favourable to me, and 
should whitewash the worthy l»ronet effectually. Tou 
can tell her that there will he another witness waiting 
to corroborate her — one Dan Light, with whom she will 
be pleased to renew her acquaintance." 

Helen was too engrossed to notice the groan from the 
couch on the floor. " And what if I decline to give you 
the letter — decline to listen to your infamous pro- 
posal t " she exclaimed. 

" In that case I am afraid that I shall be constrained 
to deal harshly with you and with my sister. The re- 
vived talk about the ghost of the Tower has done its 
work, as I intended it should. No one dares to come 
near the place, and your supplies are limited. Starva- 
tion would be only a question of time. But it is 
possible that my ingenuity could devise & shorter and 
more merciful way of putting you out of your misery. 
A can of dynamite, fitted with a time fuse and placed 
on this trap-door, would vrork wonders." 
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So it was to be surrender, or death — either by slow 
Btarvation or swift violence. The second alternative 
carried no weight with Helen aa compared with her 
lover's exculpation ; but it seemed that Uiis lesser sacri- 
fice would fail to secure her object and doom Harold 
to lifelong suspicion. With herself and Ann Watson 
dead of hunger in that grim chamber, or blown to 
atoms, all record of his innocence would perish. He 
would drag out the remainder of his days a pariah 
amongst men — in a high social position, yet practically 
an outcast 

There was her father, too, to be thought of. If she 
yielded she would bury for ever the secret of his fatal 
mistake. 

StiU, the tremendous, the horrible, first alternative 
was more than she could face at short notice like that 
It would entail not only a loathsome alliance, which she 
could and would put an end to I^ killing herself as soon 
as it was ratified, but the everlasting and undeserved 
shame of having committed a dastardly murder of 
which she was innocent 

" I cannot decide off-hand," she said. 

" There is but little time to spare. It is your own 
fault that you have been run into a comer," the grating 
tones descended. 

" I must have at least several hours," Helen insisted. 

There was a pause, during which only the thunder of 
the surf on the rocks below broke the silence. " Very 
well," said Vamdyke at last " I will come for the 
letter some time before midnight, for I must have your 
father's cheque to-night And remember that refusal 
means not only death, but lifelong ignominy to your 
disgraced lover." 

His footsteps schoed in the hollow emptiness of the 
Tower, and Helen, with her tremendotis problem to 
solve, (n«pt down the ladder. 
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CHAPTER Xin. 

POLLOWIITO THE THBEASS. 

The opening of the inquest left Harold and Anstin 
CoDjers, each in bis own way, smarting under the state 
of impotence to which Yamdyke had reduced them. 
Harold b; turns was furioua and despondent; Austin, 
though driven to his wits' end, was yet resolute to coun- 
ter the blow that had fallen on them. 

For he could not blink the fact, that with Light re- 
duced to silence, the future of his friend and future 
brother-in-law would become impossible in the county, if 
not in England. Without Ann he could not be arrested, 
but without Dan he could not clear himself of the cloud 
of almost more than suspicion that had been raised 
against him. The case, tersely as it had been presented 
by Vamdyke to Helen, was quite aa clear to the young 
barrister's deductive brain. 

Yet in view of the " Long Medico's " threat that 
Helen would be " starved to death " if Dan made his 
confession before the coroner, he bad not dared to take 
the risk of calling the ex-convict as a witness. He had 
not lost sight of the fact that the threat might be a mere 
" bluff " on V&mdyke's part, but as soon as he had heard 
from Dan the nidtname by which his antagonist was 
known in criminal circles he had put the worst construc- 
tion on his menace. 

It had been before his time, but he was familiar with 
the records of the notorious case in which a shady medi- 
cal man named Watson had been tried for poisoning a 
patient whom he had first examined for life insurance 
and then induced to execute a will in his favour. In 
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bis opinion the Scotch jury's verdict of " Not proven " 
had been against the weight of evidence — an opinion 
which the judge who tried the case seemed to have fully 
shared. 

On the morning after the opening of the inquest a 
council of war was held in the library at the CaaUe, at 
which were present Harold and Gwen Pentreath, Aus- 
tin Conyers and Dan Light — the latter now an ardent 
ally. Austin at once laid down the proposition that 
they had to find Helen Learoyd before they could hope 
to gain a free hand. 

" But if we attempt it by shadowing Vamdyke we 
place her in deadly peril," said Harold gloomily. 
" That is," he added, " if he has for once spoken the 
truth." 

" There may be other ways besides shadowing Vam- 
dyke," Austin tried to reassure him. " Come, let us 
go over the material at our disposaL The great ques- 
tion, to my mind, is whether she is in the immediate 
neighbourhood, or, aa that rascal told Doctor Learoyd, 
in London. Then there is the minor consideration 
whether she is a free agent in keeping out of the way, 
or under duress. I am inclined to the latter view — not 
because Vamdyke hinted as much, but because she 
would have come forward ere now had she been 
able." 

" But there is no place about here where she could be 
detained against her will," said Owen incredulously. 
" I am quite sure that no one in Gwynant would allow 
their house to be used for such a purpose." 

" Nevertheless, I mean to go to work on that assump- 
tion," replied Austin. " And in that connection the 
only reliable clue we have to start from is the waist- 
buc^e which Tommy piclrad up by the Haunted Tower, 
for we may discard at once Vamdyke's allegation that 
he met Helen on the St. Rodwell Road. Supposing her 
to have dropped the buckle in passing the Tower, where 
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could she bare been going J What would bare been the 
next habitation she came to ¥ " 

He was told that by following the cliff path for 
another half mile she would have reached the head of 
the cbiue leading down to the cluster of fishermen's 
huts on the beach. But if she had pursued her course 
without descending the chine she would have come to 
the village a mile farther on, but it would have been a 
most circuitous route to take thither from her father's 
house. 

" What sort of folk are these fishermen in the huts? " 
asked Austin. 

" Decent people, most of them ; old Treheme doesn't 
bear the beat of names owing to his former smuggling 
record. But jou must disabuse jour mind as to Helen 
being detained there," said Gwen. " Every one knows 
what goes on in every one else's hut Besides, I don't 
suppose that there is a door that will lock in the whole 
settlement." 

" The nipper lives with the Trehemes," Dan iIItel^ 
posed with reproachful significance. 

" That certainly settles the setUeroent," Austin 
laughed, taking his point quickly. " Tommy's sharp 
little nose would have ferreted out anything wrong 
there long ago." 

" He would that," growled the mollified Dan. 
" He's a caution is the nipper, and he's fairly got his 
knife into the ' Long Medico.' He's told me a lot in 
the last day or two that be never dared tell before, when 
he was on his own hook Seems as Vamdyke has been 
threatening him these months past, and very near did 
for him once." 

" What has he been threatening him for? " Austin 
asked quietly, but with a gleam in his eyes that showed 
the importance he attached to Dan's chanoe state- 
ment. 

The history of Vamdyke's antipathy to " the nip- 
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per," ae related b; the proud father, waa a little mixed, 
but from the mass of chaff there was to be eifted a fair 
amount of golden grain. Tommy, in oue of hia mid- . 
night escursions, had come suddenly on Doctor Lea- 
royd'a assistant on the cliff path. He had at first been 
terrified, thinking that it waa the ghost of which so 
much bad been beard lately in the village. But in the 
moonlight he had recognised Yamdyke^a striking fea- 
tures as he strode paat. 

" Theu the kid gave bim some of bis Up," continued 
Dan, " and the ' Long Medico ' grabbed him before be 
could scoot, and swore he'd kill him if he ever let <m 
what he'd seen." 

" H'm, that ia interesting," muaed Austin aloud. 
" Seems as if Mr. Seif^ua Vamdyke was tbe ghost — 
for purposes of his own. And now for tbe second shaft 
in our quiver," be added, looking quizzically at Gwen. 
" I must fit it to my bow, even if it does cause a rift 
between two faithful lovers. Do you remember tbe 
woman, dear, whom we saw from tbe sea juat before we 
saved Dan from his precarious position among tbe 
rocks! " 

" Tbe woman at the top of the cliff, who disappeared 
round the Haunted Tower ! Yes, I remember her well, 
and your doubt of my assertion that it could not possibly 
be the same one who had left Mr. Li^t down below 
such a short time before," replied Owen. 

" And I still maintain that that assertion is open to 
doubt, and that it will remain so till we have thoroughly 
explored the base of the cliff at that point," Austin re- 
joined firmly. " Yea, I will give you my reasons, 
founded on one of the surest maxims in criminal research 
— namely, that when two extraordinary but apparently 
isolated occurrences happen within a narrow radius of 
time and distance, they are really connected." 

" You mean that it waa extraordinary for Mr. 
Xjght's wife to disappear so quickly from bis side^ and 
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extraordinary for a woman to be at the top of the cliff a 
little later," said Gwen, half convinced. 

" Exactly, and I propose that we go at once and see 
if we can discover anything that may account for Mrs. 
Light, otherwise Ann Watson, having reached the sum- 
mit of the precipice without going back along the beach 
and up through the chine," said Austin. 

Fired by his enthusiasm, they sallied forth and went 
to the etableyard to fetch Tommy, whom it had been 
deemed safer to heep at the Castle for the present The 
boy was delighted at the prospect of acting as guide to 
the expedition, though his face fell when he heard that 
the beach was their destination. The object of the 
excursion had not been revealed to him. 

" Any fool kin walk along the shore," was his un- 
flattering comment. " Why don' cher lemme show yer 
the top of the cliflfs. There's somefink there I want 
Dad to see — only there ain't been no time." 

The remark was not lost upon Austin, but for the 
moment he was bent upon probing the mystery of Ann 
Watson's vanishment from tbe scene of her attempt to 
get her husband drowned. So the original programme 
was adhered to, and going out on to the moor by the 
western gate they tramped through the heather to the 
chine, and presently debouched on to the beach. Close 
at hand, under the cliffs to the left, snu^led the cluster 
of hovels ; to the right was only the bare strip of shingle 
between Uie sea and the great granite wall of the coast- 
line, rising to ^e pinnacle crowned by the Tower. 

A very old man was doddering, pipe in mouth, among 
some strings of nets drying by the huts, and to him 
Tommy pointed with an air of proprietor^ip. 

" There's Granfer Treheme," he chuckled. " He 
cawn't whack me now, Dad, for staying out o' nights, 
seeing as I'm a toff, staying at the Castle." 

Austin Conyers looked at the aged man with sud- 
denly awakened interest. " The old gentleman with 
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the einii^liiig past ? " he said. " No, Tomiajy he shan't 
whack you any more, hut I thtak I'll have a word with 
him. Qo along the beach slowly, the rest of jou; I'll 
catch you up." 

When, five minntcfl later, he rejoined the others Gwen 
was the only one to notice a change in her lover's man- 
ner. He seemed pre-oecupied, and, though he said 
nothing about his brief interview with Trebeme, she 
guessed that something had transpired to make him 
thoughtfuL She could not forbear die question whether 
he had gained any information. 

" None, except that the ancient mariner is veiy. 
jealous of ancient secrets," he replied shortly. 

As they trudged along the shingle Tommy waxed 
eloquent on Uie distinctive features of the mighty wall 
of rock under which they were passing. That tiny 
ledge, five hundred feet up, was where the razor-biUa 
nested ; that one a little further along was hallowed by 
memories of a daring descent for puffins' e^s ; and ao 
on till he stopped under the cleft in which he had es- 
tablished his lair — invisible from this great depth, and 
screened from view by the eiU-like ledge that gave him 
foothold at the entrance. 

" There's an 'ole in the cliff up there, Dad, that 
you've got to go into," he said with an air of mystery. 

" Whatever for ! " enquired Dan, regarding in con- 
sternation the sheer precipice rising to the spot indi- 
cated by the grimy forefinger. 

" That feller Vamdykc's stole somefink I hid there, 
and I want you to tell me 'ow he done it," Tommy re- 
plied. 

" How is he to get to the hole — «limb up from here t " 
asked Austin quickly. 

"G'am with yerl " piped Tommy. "I can climb 
where a cat can climb, and there ain't no cat that could 
get from shore to top. He'll 'ave to go down from cliff 
edge — same as I do." 
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And when, a little later, tbej rounded the comer into 
the aemicircular bight under the Haunted Tower, and 
Austin repeated the question whether it was possible to 
scale the heighta there, the boj laughed in his face with 
the rude rejoinder : " What are you gettin' at i " 

Truly the feat, to all appearances, was impracticable 
to any creature not f umiabed with wings or prehensile 
claws. The cliS rose more than sheer — diat is to say, 
it ran up for about half the distance perpendicularly, 
and then curved slightly outwards, giving the impres- 
sion to those standing in the little bay that they were 
under an arch that had been cut in two. 

iN'othing daunted by the apparent hopelessnesa of 
solving the problem how Ann Watson could have 
mounted to the summit, Austin set himself to an ex- 
haustive examination of the place, first noting that the 
tide was not likely to engulf them. Gwen seated her- 
self on a limpet-covered rock and absently prodded the 
pebbles with her sunshade ; Harold stared moodily out 
to eea; Dan and Tommy conferred in whispers, the 
elder Light reproving ^e younger with many head- 
shakings. 

" The gent's no fool, sonny; don't you crow before 
you can flap your wings," the ex-convict replied to a 
scathing comment of "the nipper" on the futility of 
Austin's search for foothold on the wave-washed rock. 
" It's a treat to see 'im," squeaked the urchin, as his 
father's former advocate stepped backwards to take a 
fresh survey of the inaccessible height. 

And then the whole party was diverted from their 
several occupations by a low chuckle that came from the 
jutting angle of the little cove. 

There stood old Treheme, who must have followed 
them along the beach, contemplating them with his 
parchment visage convulsed with senile merriment. 
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THE HOLLOW BODITO. 



pEBOEiTino that be bad been seen, tbe old fisberman 
came lurching forward, and stood close to Austin as the 
latter examined the base of the cliff. The young bar- 
rister appeared to take no notice of him, though in 
reality he bad a shrewd comer of his eje on bia new 
spectator's wrinkled physiognomy. 

Mr. Treheme's facial expression waa a mixture of 
cunning and covert deriaion, juat a little tinged with 
curiosity. Perhaps, in normal times, Austin's expressed 
desire to learn something of the ancient smuggling lore 
would have suiBced, but with the village all agog with 
mystery, " Granfer " Treheme was not going to believe 
that the gentlefolk most interested in what he called 
" the CaaUe turn-up " were wasting their time in look- 
ing up the batmta of his old fraternity. 

Suddenly, however, the rheumy eyes ceased to jeer, 
and became alert and watchful, losing in tbe process 
nothing of their cunning. The change came about 
simultaneously with a change in the proceedings of 
Austin, who now abandoned ocular scrutiny for another 
method. Having satisfied himself that no human being 
could possibly have scaled the face of the cliff, he began 
sounding the granite wall within bis reach with the iron 
ferrule of his walking stick. 

For some ten feet up from the beach level the rocks, 
being below high-water-mark at spring tides, were 
covered with seaweed, so matted and tangled into a 
natural curtain that the prodding process was none too 
easy. But the change in Treheme's face bad not beea 
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lost upon Austin, and he persevered, alwavs with that 
shrewd comer of his eye for the tell-tale countenance. 

" He-he ! Ha-ha I " the old man wheezed, when the 
ferrule had wrung nothing but a few dull noises from 
the solid surface. " If some of my old mates — all dead 
and gone they be — could see you they'd lafE — yes, laff, 
fit to bust theirselves." 

Harold turned round at Treheme's uncanny tones. 
" Here, Austin, my good chap, don't you think we've 
had about enough of this i " he said testily. " Let's get 
back." 

But to Austin's trained intelligence there was some- 
thing more in the old fisherman's senile laughter than a 
humorous appreciation of his failure. In it was a 
quavering note of anxiety that caused him to persevere, 
and he kept on striking ihe cliff through its veil of trail- 
ing vegetation. 

A few yards farther on he was rewarded with a varia- 
tion in the sound. The cliff roTig hollow. 

And BO it went on for the space of five or six feet, at 
the end of which the walking stick evoked the same dull 
sounds again. Then he worked backwards and for- 
wards over the same surface, and always with the same 
results. There seemed to be a narrow strip of the rocky 
wall differently constituted from the rest Austin felt 
that it would be premature to say that it was hollow, 
and even if it waa he could discern no trace of an open- 
ing into the space behind. But a case bad been made 
out for a thorough examination of the weed-covered 
surface at that spot, and he turned to summon the others 
to help him scrape off and tear down the tangled trails. 

Treheme had drawn nearer, and something in his 
eyes, half fierce and half beseeching, caused Austin to 
desist for a moment from his original purpose. 

"You seem to be afraid of something," he said 
kindly. " Is there any objection to my sounding the 
rock ! It strikes me as being hollow." 
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Treheme pbfcered inarticulately, Bbooting furtive 
glances this way and that, and all ihe time avoiding his 
interrogator's atefldfaat scrutiny. But, from the tor- 
rent of Comifih phrases moutJied from the toothless 
gums, Austin managed to separate the pregnant words : 
" Taint no use, I tell 'ee. 'Twon't move after being 
sealed up so long." 

" Come, man, I'll give you five ponnds if you'll let 
me into the secret," said Aastin, more than ever con- 
vinced that this semi-dotard held the key to the mystery 
of Ann's ascent to the summit of the cliff. And all 
along he had felt that an explanation of that rapid 
transit from the shore to the spot where the waist-budde 
had been found by Tommy Light would be a atep to the 
solution of the greater mystery of Helen's disappear- 
ance. For all he knew, the girl might at that moment 
be hidden a few yards from them in the heart of that 
stupendous wall. 

" Now, Treheme," he persisted, as the old man shook 
his head, " I'll make it ten pounds if you'll tell me why 
that rock sounds hollow. Smuggling hiding-places are 
not of any use to you nowadays, you know." 

But the increased offer had only the effect of exas- 
perating the aged fisherman, and Austin turned once 
more from the string of abusive denials to call to hia 
companions to assist him to clear away the green cur- 
tain of weeds. Once again he was prevented from 
his intention; this time by a shout from Tommy 
Li^t 

" See," cried the boy, " yonder comes the post-orfice 
chap with a tellygrarft." 

Round the comer of the promontory a lad was stum- 
bling over the shingle into the littie bay — in plain 
clothes, but with his functions clearly defined 1^ hia 
leather belt and pouch. Uniforms for telegraph boya 
had not yet penetrated to Gwynant He went up to 
the barnacled boulder where Harold was moodily sit- 
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tmg, and handed him the yeUow envelope from bis 
pouch. 

" Here, I say, all of you," exclaimed the young baro- 
net, leaping to his feet " Helen ia found I Bead 
this I " 

Austin was the first to reach him, and be relieved the 
trembling fingers of the flimsy sheet. The message 



" Sib Habold Pbbtbbath, Gwthaitt. 

" I am at 35, Boulton Street, Peckham, London. 
Please come and fetch me home at once. I have been 
eiUy. — Helen." 

Austin banded the telegram back to its recipient, 
who passed it to Owen. It waa conclusive, though not 
explanatory, but it seemed at one stroke to cancel liie 
importance of the hollow-sounding rock behind them. 
Dan and Tommy crowded round, eager for the news, 
and for a little while the salt air of the cove buzzed 
with incoherent congratulations till they were stopped 
by the raucous question of the messenger: 

" Mrs. Palsey told me to ask if there was any reply. 
Here's a form, Sir Harold." 

Harold snatched it and wrote, while Austin looked 
over his shoulder : 

" Coming by next train." 

Pouching the missive, the boy sped off along the 
shore towards the village. His departure was followed 
by a general drawing out of waiebes. It was a quarter 
past twelve. 

" You will catch the 2.30 and get to London at 11 
o'clock to-night," said Gwen. " It will he cutting it 
fine if we don't hurry." 

So they all started off to retrace their steps along the 
beach at such speed that old Treheme was soon left far 
behind. At the interruption to Austin's designs on the 



>og[c 



313 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

hollow-sounding breadth of rock a spasm of montejish 
triumph had crossed bis face, which grew into a malev- 
olent grin as he noticed that the disturber of his peace 
cast regretful glances behind him. 

Gwen, too, perceived that her lover seemed pre-oocu- 
pied and was not joining in the chorus of congratula- 
tions as the occasion demanded. Being a wise maiden, 
however, with a sublime confidence in him, she kept her 
ubservations to herself: and as for Harold, he was in 
such a seventh heaven of bliss that he had no eyes or 
ears for anything. 

" We shall be able to serve up Vamdyke in his own 
sauce now," he panted, as he stumbled forward through 
the rough pebbles. " What do you make of it, Con- 
yers i She must have seen an accoimt of the inquest in 
a morning paper, eh, and twigged how the land lay 
down here ? " 

" That would certainly account for the telegram," 
Austin replied in an abeent-roinded tone, and with his 
eyes on the waves that were lapping farther from them 
as the tide receded. Without waiting for Harold to 
pursue the subject he turned abruptiy to Tommy, who, 
with his father, was trudging sturdily behind. 

" What time will it be low water again in that place 
we have just left ? " he asked. " I mean after the tide 
has risen next f " 

" Lemme see," replied Tommy, ranging up alongside, 
and proud to be consulted. " It'll be 'igh water at seven 
this evening. You wouldn't be able to get round the 
corner dry-foot much before four hours after that — at 
lebben o'clock. And you'd have to clear out before three 
ler-morrer morning if yer didn't want to get caught" 

" Thank you. Tommy; it's a real pleasure to have an 
expert to advise one," replied Austin, and he fell to mus- 
ing again. But presently, as they were passing under 
the place where the boy bad pointed out his " 'ole " high 
up in the cliff, he called him to his side again and made 
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bim explain his reference to sometbing bidden there 
which Vamdyke had afterwards stolen. 

Tommy began his story backwards, at tbe point that 
interested bim most, and told how be had bidden a 
brown-paper parcel in his lair, and how he had dared 
Vamdyke to climb down and get it. If graver issues 
bad not bung upon the matter, Austin would bave 
laughed at " the nipper's " graphic description of bis 
discovery that tbe parcel had been abstracted after 
all. 

" 'Ow be done it is a bloomin' puzzle — 'im with bis 
floppety coat that he sleeps in, if he does sleep," said 
the boy. " But it must 'ave been 'im, for no one else 
knowed of it" 

" And what wa» this valuable parcel — sweets from 
Mrs. Palsey's? " asked Austin carelessly. 

" I don't deal of 'er" snorted Tommy, " I didn't 
ought to tell yer, 'avin' 'ad a bob for keepin' of it quiet, 
but as she's done a bolt it won't matter. The parcel was 
give me to 'ide — leastways, chucked out of a winder — 
by that 'ussy of a maid up at tbe Cawstle, called Wat- 
eon." 

A few leading questions by tbe skilled cross-examiner 
drew from the boy the history of the " chucking " of the 
parcel from the oriel window of Sir Michael's death- 
chamber into the perennial flower-border below on tbe 
morning after Sir Michael's death. Austin's fingers 
twitehed nervously on the lad's shoulder, and he went on 
to extract from him a fairly accurate description of the 
perilous descent Vamdyke would have to make to pos- 
sess himself of the parcel. 

" And there's no other way into the cave but by climb- 
ing dovra the front of the cliff? " he asked. 

" Only for spooks and goblins," responded Tommy 
gravely ; and he proceeded to describe the big boulder 
that blocked the passage some way from the entrance, 
and on which he had placed the package. 
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Aastin turned to Dan. " You hear what the young- 
Bter tellfi me," he said. " I don't want you to break 
your neck, but, if you can get down safely, I wiah yon 
wonld have a look at this cave. It may ha7e some bear- 
ing on your — I mean on Ann Watson'a rapid ascent of 
the cliff the other day. Tommy's cave may go farther 
in, beyond that boulder," 

Harold heard him, and interrupted Dan's promise to 
do his beat with an excited laugh. " Still harping on 
that, eh, old man ? " he said. " What does it matter — 
what does anything matter, now that Helen has dis- 
closed herself! I am not much of a detective, but I 
know it's waste of time to worry about duea that lead 
nowhere." 

Austin made allowance for the state of his future 
brother-in-law's mind. " Very probably you are right," 
ho answered good-humourcdly, and turned to chat with 
Gwen. 

When the party reached the Castle there was barely 
time to snatch some lunch before the d(^-cart, which had 
been at once ordered, came round to take Harold to the 
station. Just as it was starting Austin surprised his 
Loi^t by jumping on to the back seat 

" Coming to see me off ? That's kind of you, for Fm 
in such a whirl of joy that I shall hardly have sense 
enough to take my ticket," said Harold, looking over bis 
shoulder. 

" I am going with you, probably the whole journey," 
AuBtin replied, in a tone which somehow fell like 
a douche of cold water on the other's exuberant 
spirits. 

And as they dashed out of the drive on to the highway 
Harold had another reminder of the m^m about crow- 
ing before you are out of the wood. For one of In- 
spector Fortman'a plain-clothes men picked his bicycle 
out of the hedge and started at speed in the wake of the 
cart 
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And tm they flashed past the post-office, VarDdyke, 
peeping from behind the lace curtains of his sitting- 
room, saw them and smiled darkly. 

" There they go," he muttered softly to himself. 
" Which means that I have a clear field for at leaat 
twenly-four hoiirs." 



b, Google 



CHAPTER XLXV. 

DAn UQHT 18 FBIOHTE5ED. 

Mb. Daitizl Light, having refreBhed the inner man 
in the servants' ha]I and smoked his pipe in the stable- 
yard, was reminded by Tommy that they had work to do. 

In hifl solicitude for bis new-found father's safety 
the boy had procured a coil of rope and an iron stake 
fnxQ a friendly under-gardener, and armed with these 
the pair again sallied out of the western park gate on 
to the moor. But, instead of following the course of 
the morning to the chine and the beach, Tommy led the 
way throngh the heather to the top of the cliff, under the 
brow of which hie lair was situated. 

Dan looked over the brink to the ledge indicated by 
Tommy, and frankly confessed that he didn't like the 
look of it. The ten feet or so of descent he could have 
negotiated easily if there had not been the four hundred 
feet beyond of sheer drop on to the beach. The sig^t 
made his head swim. 

" You ain't gwine to funk it, dad, are you ? " queried 
Tommy, after an anxious scrutiny of hia father's face. 
" You can go where that long b^gar with a yard of 
stuff flapping round his knees went, I'll lay. Besides, 
there's the stake and rope to 'elp yoiu He didn't 'ave 
no stake. I've looked in the turf and there's no marks 
of one." 

" You're sure of that ! " asked Dan Light eagerly. 
" Then, by gosh, I'm going to have a go at it, but I shall 
use the stake and rope, sonny. My old dad, your grand- 
dad, what trained me, taught me that foolhardiness was 
worse than cowardice." 
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"Vamdylffi's more coward than foolhardy, and he 
nniet 'ave got down without 'elp," rejoined Tommy, at 
what he deemed was his father's lack of emulation; 
though not for worlds would he have agreed to Dan 
making an unaided descent had he shown any disposi- 
tion to do so. 

But Dan, with a shrewd guess at what had prompted 
Austin's deeire that he should explore the cave, was not 
to be goaded into a profitless rivalry with the " Long 
Medico's " supposed climbing feat. He insisted on 
using the rope, and at once set about ramming the iron 
stake, upon which so much would depend, into the sun- 
baked soil. Having attached the rope thereto, be was 
about to essay the descent, when Tommy checked 
him. 

" Lie down under those gorse bushes and smoke for a 
bit," said the boy. " If Vamdyke should come along 
and see that there fishing line dangUn' while we're below 
he'd 'ave us a treat I'm going to scout around before 
we drop over the edge." 

Dan grunted approval and fell in with the suggestion, 
smoking, not one pipe, but three before Tommy re- 
appeared with \,he report that the coast was literally 
clear. He had drawn all the possible lurking-places 
within a mile, and there was no sign of Vamdyke or 
any one else. 

" As be ain't follered us 'ere, the only person like to 
'appen along is a coastguard, or maybe a shepherd, and 
they won't take notice of fellers after birds' eggs," he 
added, with a cock of his eye. 

Tommy insisted on going down first, so that he might 
plant his father's feet securely on the narrow ledge, and 
it was with a lump in his throat that Dan watched the 
lithe litUe figure swing over the brink of the abyss and, 
disdaining the dangling rope, climb down hand over 
hand. Hia own turn, when it carae, was preferable fed 
the suBpenae of seeing the boy's antics in mid-aiTi 
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At last Dan, with the cold sweat pouring from his 
brow, stood upri^t in the dim interior of the cave^ and 
tried to forget for the present that a return journey ap 
that giddy height was in store for him. He looked 
round with affectionate interest at the museom of 
eggs and unconsidered trifles collected by Tommy, and 
was sharply called by the latter to the busineea in 
band. 

" That's where I put the parcel — on the top of that 
there rock," said the boy, pointing to the fallen mass that 
blocked the narrowing passage. 

Dan inspected the rock, and especially the aperture 
between its top and the roof, with a professional eye. 
Having tried and failed to plumb the black void beyond, 
he turned and chuckled softly down at his precocious 
T>%pring. 

" Sonny, you've been getting at me, with your * Long 
Medico ' crawling down that gashly place outside after 
your parcel," he said. " Mr. Sergius Vamdyke, or 
whatever be calls himself nowadays, did no such thing. 
I, your old dad, that came creeping down with the help 
of a rope, am a bigger hero than him." 

" 'E 'ad Watson's parcel, anyway," Tommy protested 
sulkily. 

" I don't deny it," retorted Dan. " I am very much 
inclined to think that be did have the parcel, but be 
didn't come for it by the front door. It was the back 
door he came by, my son. What's t'other side of that 
festive rock ! " 

" I ain't ever been there, dad," replied Tommy, weak- 
ening. " There's ghostesses there, I expex." 

Dan took a silent match from the atock-ln-trade in 
hia pocket, and with it lit a stump of candle that bis 
foresight had provided on the strength of Tommy's de- 
scription of the cave. There was room for his arm to 
pass between the top of the boulder and the roof of the 
passage, and he pushed the candle throu^ to the full 
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extent of hia reach, peering down the limited track of 
light 

" That's the back door right enough — the way he 
came to pinch that packet Hr. Conyera thinks such a 
lot of," ejaculated Dan. " Where can it give out at the 
other end ? You brag a lot about tbeee cliffs, sonny. 
You ought to know the blooming back lane the back door 
opens into." 

" There ain't no way in the other sidej if there 'ad 
bin I'd 'a' found it long ago," faltered Tommy, hanging 
his head, and abashed by his father's sudden assumption 
of superiority. 

" Well,'' ejaculated Dan, after measuring the space 
between the roof and the rock with a practised eye, 
" there's no room for me there, but there is for you. 
Her^ I'll hoist you up. Crawl over, and when you're 
down the other side of the rock I'll give you the candle 
and you can cut along as far as you can go, and corns 
back and pitch me the tale." 

But Tommy hung hia head farther still. " I 
dupsn't," he whimpered. 

" why, what are you afraid of? " 

" The goblins I was tellin' of. I ain't afeared of 'em 
in the open. I'm the only boy in the village that '11 go 
nigh the Tower. But I can't face spooks in an under- 
ground place like that" 

Dan strove to argue him out of hia dread, then tried 
ridicule, and finally fell back on his parental authority. 
But Tommy was proof against all these influences. His 
London-bred temerity stood him in good stead above 
ground, but he had imbibed enough Cornish superstition 
to make him draw the line at tackling the supernatural 
in the bowels of the eartL 

" Besides there might be worser than goblins in 
there," he added, loolung up with a cunning twinkle. 
" If Vamdyke corned that way after the parcel he might 
come that way after me. Whatever'd a pore little chap 
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do if he was to run again Vamdyke in that dark 
'oleT' 

This was clever of Tommy, for, confident in his famil- 
iarity with every cranny in the cliff, he did not helieve 
that Vamdyke had assailed his stronghold by that route. 
The suggestion, which bad not occurred to Dan, pre- 
vailed at once. He did helieve that the " Long 
Medico " had come and gone that way through the 
mysterious passage behind the boulder, and he would 
have cut off his right hand rather than allow the boy to 
risk such an encounter. 

Still, he felt that, in all loyalty to bis newly formed 
alliance with Austin Conyera and Sir Harold Pent- 
reatb, it was his duty to carry out the former's wish. 
In his way Dan was a keen student of the human coun- 
tenance, and he had guessed that Austin had not been 
wholly convinced by the telegram purporting to come 
from Miss Learoyd. 

" Well, sonny, I must see if I can chop a piece off 
the top of the rock big enough to let me through," he 
said. " It '11 be a matter of days, though. The stuff 
is as hard as iron, and this tool ain't as sharp as a 
chisel." 

" Whatever do you call that, dad? " asked Tommy, 
regarding with childish curiosity the beautifully 
polished little crowbar which Dan had drawn from his 
pocket 

" It's called a — a James, my son," the burglar re- 
sponded, thankful that the flush that suffused bis face 
was unseen in the gloom of the cave. 

He set to work, but from the small impression that 
he bad made on the rock at the end of an hour it became 
evident that he could not hope to effect an entrance into 
the tunnel that day. They had brought no provisions, 
and the people at the Casde would wonder where they 
were, or he would have kept right on to a finish rather 
than have to climb up and down that terrible cliff again. 
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DAN LIGHT IS FRIGHTENED. 321 

As it WS6, influenced possibly b; a desire to postpone 
the ordeal of returning, he persevered till the daylight 
that filtered through the neck of the cave waned. Turn- 
ing to Tommy, who had at first watched his operations 
with interest, he saw that the boy was fast asleep. 

" I'll just accustom my head to that old precipice be- 
fore I wahe him," he muttered. " It '11 steady me to 
look down for a bit before I start to shin up that beastly 
rope." 

He made hie way to the entrance, and, grasping the 
nigged cliff-front, dra^;ed half his body on to the ledge. 
To the west the sun was setting in a cloudless sky, and 
the sea heaved and swelled with scarcely a ripple on the 
beach bo far below. All was peace and quiet eventide, 
and but for the qualms caused by that dizzy prospect, 
Dan would have yielded himself to the charm of the 
hour and the scene. 

Suddenly a pebble, dislodged from the cliflf above, 
came tinkling down, and, striking him lightly on the 
head, caused him to turn his gaze upwards. The rope 
that had helped him down to the ledge, and by which 
alone he could hope to regain the level ground above, 
was rapidly disappearing, hauled up by an unseen hand. 
His retreat was cat off. Already the end of the rope 
was far beyond his reach, and, even as be gazed, finally 
vanished from view. 

There was but one person who could be at the other 
end of the rope, and with an instinctive impulse to 
avoid a possible pistol-shot, Dan wri^led back into the 
neek of the cave and went and roused Tommy. 

" Sonny, the ' Long Medico ' has done us," he said 
ruefully. And in a few words he described what had 
happened to the rope. 

With a yawn and a stretch Tommy was in an instant 
as wide awake as an alert fox-terrier. 

" But I can climb up without the rope and go and 
fetch another, with some of the chaps from the Cawstle 

oog[c 



323 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

to see as Vamdyke don't interfere," he piped' in his 
shrill treble. 

Dan shook his head decidedly. " How can I let yoa 
try that game, when the odds are that that fiend is wait- 
ing at the top there ready to hash your litUe noddle as 
soon as it rises over the edge t " he replied. " And the 
trouble is I don't see how I'm ever to let you go, seeing 
as we've no means of finding out whether he's op there 
or not" 

" I never thort o' that," Tommy faltered, and, star- 
ing wildly at the entrance, he added: " It '11 be dark 
in 'arf an hour. We'll 'ave to stay here all night. I 
couldn't climb up in the dark, anyway." 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

ALONE WITH THE DEAD. 

When the sound of Varndyke's footsteps Had died 
away in the interior of the tower above, Helen's im- 
mediate attention was demanded by the condition of 
her fellow-prisoner in the vaulted chamber. Aim Wat- 
son lay audibly gasping for breath, and, running to the 
couch, Helen saw that an ominous change had come 
over her. 

The woman's face, always sallow in health, had 
turned an ashen grey, and ^e was trembling all over. 
TeaiB were coursing down her sunken cheeks. 

" Did you bear what be said, Miss Learoyd — that a 
man named Li^t would bear out whatever I mi^t say 
to prove Sir Harold's innocence t " she murmured, when 
she had had her parched lips moistened. 

" Yes, but I shouldn't worry about that now," replied 
Helen, whose experience among her father's poorer 
patients told her that the end was not far ofC for the 
erring woman who had wrought her so much wrong. 

" But I must worry, and I shall worry less when I 
have confessed," said Watson, turning two feverish eyes 
on her fair young nurse. " I am dying, Miss Learoyd, 
and I must ease my soul. I am Daniel Light's wicked 
wife, and I tried to drown him ten days ago. Till 
Sergius said just now that his evidence would be avail- 
able to clear Sir Harold I thought that I had succeeded. 
I — I never cared for Dan, but I shouldn't have done it 
but for fear of him." 

" Of your brother — of Mr. Vamdykei " 
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" Yes, he wanted him out of the way because he had 
repented of what he had done in (he library at ihe 
Castle. He knew too much, and he was well disposed 
towards you and Sir Harold, because you had been good 
to Tommy." 

" Then," said Helen with swift comprehension, " you 
must be Tommy's mother* " 

" God forgive me for an unnatural one," was the sob- 
bing answer. 

After that a great peace fell on the two women so 
strangely thrown together, and the smouldering embers 
of maternal instinct in the one who was dying warmed 
to the other who had, to a great extent, supplied her 
place. The escapades of Uie winsome Tommy formed a 
bond of union that softened the last hours of the sinner 
and made Helen push into the background the im< 
minence of her own danger. 

" Do you remember that day in the garden at your 
house, when I brought you ih.e bogus message that led 
to all this? " faltered Ann presently. 

" Tes, but why recall it now J I have foigiven you 
for the part you took," Helen protested. 

*' And t^at Tommy was with you when I came ? " 
puiBued Ann, disregarding her. " I am sure be was 
pretending all that grief at his father's having gone 
away unknown to him. I expect Dan had instructed 
him to hoodwink me into believing that I had suc- 
ceeded in that vile crime — the clever little rascal. I 
do pray, though, that my husband did not, and never 
will tell the child that I am his mother." 

It was in vain that Helen tried to divert her mind 
into other channels than pride at Tommy's cunning and 
smartness in deceiving her. Duplicity had become such 
a second nature with her that that trait in his character 
appealed to her most, and she kept dilating on it in a 
way that made Helen shudder, till in very charity she 
recognised that not only was her little protege quite 
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cndeseiTuig, aa a rule, of such vicious praise, but that 
lAnn WHS no longer responsible for her words. 

For the Bands of life were ebbing fast for Dan's wife, 
and soon ebe fell to babbling of the rising tide, and of 
how, after she had lured her husband into the cove 
below, she had been admitted bj Vamdyke into the 
secret passage, and bad so ascended, to pass on to the 
cliffs through the Haunted Tower. 

Till late in the afternoon she lingered, and just aa a 
slant of red light from the setting sun shot throng the 
crack in the cliflF face she died — in ignorance that the 
man and boy whom she had so basely treated were at 
that moment being entrapped a quarter of a mile away 
by the band that had slain her. 

Helen closed the wildly staring eyes, and rose to 
face the full horror of the situation, increased a 
thousand-fold by what had just happened. 

This stroke of Providence seem^ more conducive to 
surrender than any of Yamdyke's direst manceuvres in 
that direction. If she refused to yield when he came 
for the letter to her father, she would be left alone in 
that gloomy vault with a dead body without any means 
of dispoeing of it. The crevice through which she had 
made her speedily frustrated attempt to attract atten- 
tion was not wide enough, even if she could have forced 
herself to the dreadful task of casting that poor mortal 
clay on to the rocks below. To dig a grave in the hard 
granite floor of the chamber was an impossibility. 

Yet the only remaining alternative, of keeping the 
corpse with her for such time as she was able to prolong 
the siege, was too awful to contemplate. 

Both the lower and upper trap-doors were bolted 
against her on the reverse sides. She could not escape 
from the terror, so soon to become more terrible, by 
diving into the tunnels below, or by mounting into the 
tower overhead. Even that limited relief was denied 
to her. 
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She sat down as far ae poaeible from her Tveird com- 
panion, and with unseeing, introspective eyes gazed 
round the confines of her prison, listening unconsciously 
the while for the dreaded rap on the trap-door that 
should summon her to capitulate. The writing mate- 
rials that Vamdyke had brought had lain all day, un- 
heeded during Ann Watson's last agony, on the tabl& 
Now, ever and again, she found herself looking at them 
— against her will. 

By degrees her gaze ceased to roam the gloomy, 
rough-hewn walls of rocii, and settled on the few sheets 
of notepaper, on the penny bottle of ink, and on the 
pen. Then she stole a half-averted glance at the quiet 
figure on the couch she had decently covered. 

There, for ever silent if she herself should be silenced, 
lay the principal witness of Harold's innocence. What 
guarantee had she that Dan Light, whom she had never 
seen and whose tnistworthinees she could not gauge, 
would confess his part in the plot 1 If he did so, how 
could she be sure that he would be able to substantiate 
his conferaion without her own and Ann Watson's cor- 
roboration t Vamdyke must have taken measures to 
stifle or discredit the man's testimony, or he would not 
have been so confident 

If she made the greater sacrifice, of slow death in 
that leaguered charael house under such unspeakable 
conditions, she would have no assurance that it would 
prevail. Everything pointed the other way. Yam- 
dyke bad somehow plotted for Dan Light's silence, and 
Harold would be doomed to lifelong ignominy, iJE not 
to death. 

On the other hand, if she could gain her liberty by 
seeming to yield to Vamdyke, she would see that Harold 
was righted and then take her own life, if possible, be- 
fore going through the farce of marriage with her per- 
secutor. The suspicion which would for ever rest on 
her name, of having murdered Sir Michael, would have 
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to be her father's penalty for all the ruin his folly had 
wrought 

It was a hlood-curdling prospect, the details of 
which she dared not fill in — this flight in the company 
of Ann Watson's slayer, with certain death at her own 
hands at the end of it. Once, with a thrill of hope, she 
wondered whether she could not win her liberty by the 
false pretence of yielding, and then repudiate her bar- 
gain as soon as she was in the outer world. But re- 
flection showed that she was too deep in the toils for 
that The letter to her father, asking for money to aid 
her flight, would be presumptive evidence of her guilt 
and hopelessly compromise her. If she did not kill 
herself, she would either have to remain with Yamdyke 
or be hanged for Sir Michael's murder. The only way 
out would be to summon Death to end her misery. 

Still, an hour passed and she could not bring herself 
to pen the hateful lines which would virtually be a 
written confession. She was, perhaps, as much as by 
anything deterred by the minor dread of having to 
admit Vamdyke to ^ve him the letter. To her dis- 
traught senses that act of surrender, entailing as it 
would a meeting with that reptilian creature in the 
solitude of the vault, overshadowed by its imminence 
the greater trial that would come afterwards. 

Suddenly her gaze, which like that of a snared bird 
had been wandering hither and thither, unconsciously 
resting on material objects without heeding them, crys- 
tallised and grew hard. 

The thing that chained her eyes was the ancient blun- 
derbuBS, hanging on its nail in tiie rock-hewn wall, where 
it had hung probably for a hundred years. The great 
brass, bell-mouthed barrel, as a ray from the lamp fell 
on it, looked distinctly friendly; for was it not a 
weapon f 

The next moment Helen was laughing bitterly over 
the futility of her inspiration. The antique firearm 
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was BUT© to be unworkable from long disuse, and, even 
if it was not, she neither knew how to use it nor had she 
powder and ball. Nerertbeless, she went and took it 
down from its nail and examined its obsolete mechanisn 
with interest, noting that the flint was still screwed into 
the hammer. With trembling bands she withdrew the 
ramrod and plumbed the depths of the cannon-like bar> 
reL The wooden stick went the whole length. It was 
not loaded, and was therefore useless to her. The 
dream of inducing Vamdjke to open the trap-door and 
of receiving him with a charge of slugs faded as quickly 
as it had arisen. 

Still, the train of thought engendered bj the blunder- 
buss continued, and, following up the idea that there 
might be some other relic of the old smug^ers in the 
cave which shouJd give her the mastery, she began a 
closer search than she had yet undertaken. The dark 
comer where the coils of rotting rope had covered the 
lower trap-door had been thoroughly explored, and she 
turned her attention to the others. In two of them 
there was nothing at all; in the fourth lay a heap of 
canvas, which on closer inspection proved to be boat 
sails. 

These she had be^n to remove with feverish enei^, 
when on the upper trap-door leading down from the 
Tower she heard three ominous raps. 

" I have come for that letter," croaked the hated 
tones, dulled by the intervening oak. 

But Helen made no answer. At least she would see 
what those mouldy sails covered before she committed 
herself to a course from which she could not retreat. 

She was still tearing aside the pile of evil-smelling 
canvas, when, wonder of wonders, there came a thump 
on the lower trap-door, followed after a pause by con- 
tinuous knocking. 
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CHAPTER XLYL 

THE IBON CAKISTEB8. 

Das and Tommy stared at each other in consterna- 
tion over the plight in which the remoTal of the rope left 
them. To return by the way they had come, up the 
face of the cliff, was impossible for the man; while for 
the boy the attempt wae out of the question — ^with the 
" Long Medico " probably lurking above, ready to hurl 
him down the precipice. 

That this was the case, for the present at any rate, 
was before long put beyond doubt. Crawling out to the 
entrance again (he would not let Tommy take the risk), 
Dan protruded his head and looked up, prepared to 
dodge back in case of danger. For half an hour nothing 
happened, but then, just aa it was growing dark, the evil 
face of Vamdyke peered over the brink. 

Dan quickly withdrew his head, ignorant whether or 
no he had been seen, and rejoined Tommy in the interior 
of the cave. 

" He's there right enough," said the ex-convict 
" We must stay here all night anyway, and I may as 
well keep on with my job as long as the candle holds 
out." 

He fell to chipping the top of the boulder again with 
the mysterious implement which he had called his 
" James," and Tommy watched him in unaccustomed 
silence. Presently the urchin hitehed closer and 
plucked his father by the sleeve. 

" Dad," he said in an awed whisper, " 'ow much 
candle 'ave yer got? " 

Desisting from his labour, Dan plunged his hand in 
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bis pocket and produced a couple of stumps about two 
inches long. In addition to tiie one in use, that was 
the extent of his illuminfiting pover. 

" What do you want to know for, young 'im ! Got 
something in your little noddle ! " he asked affection- 
ately. 

*' I've been thintin'," replied the boy. " Thinkin' 
as *ow Vamdyke can't be in two places at once." 

" Well f " ejaculated Dan. 

" While he's waitin* to bash us if we climb the cliff 
he can't be in yonder black place at the back of the 
rock," said Tommy. " Rather'n let 'ira beat us, I'll try 
and not mind the goblins — if so be as youll lemme *ave 
a candle. Mebhe I'd find t'other end of this yere 'ole." 

Dan was touched by the " nipper's " pluck in facing 
a danger which was none the less terrible to him because 
it was imaginary, but it was some time before he would 
consent to the attempt One of his reasons was that he 
thought it would lead to no good result. If Vamdyke 
had deemed it possible for one or both of them to find a 
bolt-hole from this curious burrow, be would not he wait- 
ing for them at the top of the cliff. 

But in the end this very argument prevailed, for it 
removed the only genuine danger that Dan apprehended 
for the boy beyond the boulder. As Tommy had said, 
even the " Long Medico " could not be in two places at 
once. 

So, after miany injunctions to blow out his candle and 
run back if he heard or saw any one coming, Dan hoisted 
the boy on to the boulder, and, before resuming his work 
of m^ng an aperture large enough to admit his own 
more bulky person, watched the feeble glimmer of the 
candle to the first bend in the tunneL 

In fear and trembling at the unseen, bat with a good 
heart to defeat Vamdyke, Tommy threaded the tortuous 
windings of the cross-tunnel, which eventually brought 
him to the junction with the corkscrew shaft leading 
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from the Haanted Tower to tbe hidden opening on to 
the beach. At the parting of the wajs he paused for a 
moment, irresolute. 

" I reckon I'll go upwards," he muttered. " It 'II 
come easier to run back to dad if I meet anyfink." 

His lean but sturdy little legs trudged up tbe steep 
ascent till, on rounding the last curve, he stood in wide- 
eyed wonder at finding himself at the foot of a worm- 
eaten ladder, running straight up into darkness which 
the feeble rajs of his candle-end failed to reach. 

But tremors for spooks and goblina were caat aside at 
eight of that ladder. For the adventurous gamin of the 
cliffs it opened up a world of possibilities that drew him 
like a magnet Here was human handiwork to be ex- 
plored and used for the defeat of his enemy. He knew 
that the ladder would solve the secret of Vamdyke's 
unaccountable abstraction of the " parcel " from his 
supposed impregnable lair in the brow of the cliff. 

In a moment he was up the ladder, gazing in growing 
astonishment at the suggestive square of the iron-bound 
trap-door. Softly withdrawing the bolts, he tried to 
raise it — with no results. Concluding that it must be 
bolted on the other side, he commenced knocking, with- 
out any definite idea that it would be opened to him, 
but confident that, whomsoever his simunom might 
bring, it would not be Vamdyke, whom he believed to 
be still watching on the clifiabove his cave. 

For a minute or so he kept on drumming on the trap- 
door, and then, in a spirit of fun rather than expecting 
an answer, he shouted : 

" Hi I you up there. Anybody at 'ome t " 

He was never able to give a coherent account of what 
followed. It all came to this, that he suddenly found 
the trap-door above him raised and Helen Learoyd 
grasping his hand to pull him upwards into a rock-hewn, 
lamp-lit chamber, while she enjoined silence with a hand 
placed to her li|i6. But that did not prevent her from 
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stooping down' and covering the gr'uaj face with 
kissee. 

" I thought it would be you who would find me, 
Tommy, if any one ever did," she whispered. " Is the 
way out on to the beach open t 

The boy shook hia head, not comprehending. 
" What's up there ? " be whispered, following her 
glances at the trap-door in the roof, at which Yamdyke 
had given no further sign after his first demand for the 
letter. 

" Mr. Vamdyke was there a minute ago," Helen re- 
turned in the same undertone. " He has been keeping 
me £ prisoner here, but he can't get in so long as I keep 
both trap-doors bolted. That is the Haunted Tower up 
there, and the way you came leads down to a hidden 
opening on to the beach. I hoped you had found the en- 
trance and had come that way." 

Again Tommy shook his head, and puckered his fore- 
head in thought. " I came down the cliff to a *ole I 
knows of, then through a slantin' passage," he replied. 
" If he 'card me 'oiler just now I expex he's gone round 
shore and 'U bob up tbere presently, if you don't bolt 
that there trap." 

The same thought had occurred to Helen, and from 
the cessation of the demand from above she guessed that 
Vamdyke had heard Tommy's shrill hail. But there 
was plenty of time before he could get down to the 
beach entrance, and for the moment she plied the boy 
with questions, hardly stopping to answer those which 
he put to her. 

When she heard of the telegram, supposed to emanate 
from her, which had drawn Harold and Austin to Lon- 
don, her heart sank, and her raised hopes fell lower when 
she beard of Dan Light's imprisonment in the cave 
further along the cliff. 

" How long will your father be before he can cut hifl 
way through and get to us ? " she asked anxiously. 
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" I dunno : he's working with a James," was Tommy's 
hopeful but unexplauatory answer. " Whoever's 
thatr' 

His sharp eyee had spied the silent figure on the couch 
of rugs. Helen shuddered as she remembered that it 
was his mother, and she prayed that he had not been 
enlightened. 

" That is Ann Watson, from the Castle. She is dead, 
poor thing," was all she could stammer. 

But Tommy relieved, while be shocked, her with the 
careless remark : " That's the ' Long Medico'a ' doing 
too, I expex. Well, she give me a bob once, but she 
wasn't up to much." 

Still no sound from the upper trapdoor, and ten 
minutes had passed since Tonmiy's appearance. It was 
time to decide what to do. Helen recognised that 
Vamdyke would be driven desperate by the intrusion of 
the two Lights into his plans, and the trouble was that 
he was still master of the situation, so long as he had 
them all under lock and key, as it were, in the under- 
ground burrows of the ancient smu^lers. He would 
be certain to make a bold bid for victory before Austin 
and Harold returned from their wild-goose chase, and 
would not stick at murder to attain it. 

And Harold was still unfreed from suspicion. If 
Vamdyke succeeded in isolating her new allies as well 
as herself below the earth, the reinforcement would be 
of no use to her. 

" On the whole, I think that you had better go back 
to your father, dear," she said after due reflection. " If 
you stay here, Vamdyke will bolt the lower trap-door 
as soon as be gets round, and you would be of more ser- 
vice to me if yon were back in your cave, so that when 
it is dayli^t you can climb to the top and fetch 
help. Besides, your father ought to be warned that 
Vamdyke may steal upon him from below at any mo- 
ment." 
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The boy demurred at first, but, realising the truth of 
what she had said about his father's danger, he consented 
to return. Having, with a prudence beyond his years, 
annexed some candles from Vamdyke's stores for use in 
the cave, be departed by the way he had come. 

Helen watched the tousled head as it receded down 
the ladder, and then shut and bolted the trap-door. The 
end of the brief interlude of friendly companionship 
induced a sense of loneliness more intense than before, 
and to relieve the strain she resumed her rummage of 
the heap of old sails. It was rewarded by a discovery 
which at first sight seemed of no practical use. 

At the bottom of the pile of canvas, in the angle 
formed by the rod^ walls, two iron canisters were stand- 
ing — one upon the other. The dust and debris upon 
tiiem led to the inference that they had not been dis- 
turbed for ages, and Helen concluded that they had 
remained there from the da^ of the former occupants 
of the chamber. Carrying one of them to tlie light, she 
managed with some difficulty to decipher an inscription 
in white paint: t^e one formidable word — gvnpow&r. 

With the help of a blunt tablfr-knife she prised open 
tite rusty lid, and there, sure enough, lay the black 
grains, preserved from injury during their long con- 
cealment by the stout iron drum. Naturally Helen 
viewed the stuff in connection with the brass blunder- 
buss which had indirectly led to her finding it, but she 
had no bullets, or any knowledge how to load the weapon. 

Moreover, since tiie advent of Tommy Light the out- 
look had altered, and though Vamdyke still held her 
captive, and the two Lights were more or less in his 
power, she had no thon^t now of surrender. The pen 
and paper he had brought should never be used so long 
as there was a ray of hope that Harold might be saved 
by other means than the opening of the doors to Vam- 
dyke. And if she did not open to him she could not 
shoot him, even if she could use the antiquated firearm. 
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She had juat replaced the canister on the oak block 
that did duty for a table, when an ominous sound below 
betokened tbe swift approach of some one to the lower 
trapdoor. A moment later the shrill cry rang out : 

" Lemme in j he's after me, Lemme in quick." 

For some inscrutable reason Tommy bad come back, 
and Vamdyke, haTing completed the circuit of the cliff 
and the beach a, little too soon, was hard on his heels. 
She sprang to the trap-door, unbolted it and admitted 
Tommy, catching, as ^e slammed the door down again, 
a glimpse of the long, lean figure of her persecutor 
in the act of stepping on the bottom rung of the 
ladder. 

" Golly, but I'm scared I 'E nearly got me," panted 
Tommy, as he watched her shoot the upper bolts. 

" But why have you come back ? " asked Helen, not 
knowing whether to be glad or sorry that the boy was to 
share her capivity. There was murder in the very tread 
of that gaunt shape mounting the ladder, and there was 
no reason why this young life should be sacrificed for 
her misfortunes. 

" Dad said as 'ow two 'eada waa better than one," re- 
plied the " nipper." " 'Twaa 'im as sent me back after 
I'd told 'im 'ow the land lay. Said, 'e did, that wit 
them candles I took 'im 'e'd work through in a 'our or 
two, and then 'e'd jolly soon find a way out. I waa to 
look after yer till 'e come. My! what's this I 
Pepper ! " 

For Tommy had seen the canister on the table, and 
was examining it inquisitively. 

*' Take care 1 " cried Helen. " It's some gunpowder 
I've found," 

Tommy sniffed it, ran a few grains through his dirty 
fingers with the air of a connoisseur, and then a kno<^ 
came on the lower trap-door through which he had juat 
arrived. Setting down the canister with a twinkle in 
hie eyes, he ran to the trap-door and screeched through: 
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" All right, Miater * Long Medico ' I I'm lookin' after 
the lyd;. There's ten pound of gunpowder up 'ere, and 
I'll set a light to it atop of the hloomin' trap if 70a don't 
clear." 

With wildly beating heart Helen waited for the re- 
joinder from below. But none came — only the stealthy 
pit-pat of .Yamdyke's feet as he descended the ladder. 
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CHAPTER XLVIL 

A OLUE AND A OHBOK. 

Whett Austin Conjers and Sir Harold Fentreath 
reached the station at Gwynant they bad to wait five 
minutes before the starting of the Ltnidon train. Hav- 
ing taken first-class tickets for Waterloo, they heard the 
plain-clothes policeman who had followed the dog^jart 
on bis bicycle book third-class for tbe same terminus. 

Harold's face betokened annoyance at Inspector Port- 
man's imremitting attention, but a smile lurked in the 
comers of Austin's mouth, which was not explained till 
they had taken their seats in the compartment and the 
train was in motion. 

" I am not at all sure that that fellow will get a run 
for bis money, as racing folk call it," was the young bar- 
rister's enigmatic remark. " I mean," he added, in 
response to his companion's raised eyebrows, " that it is 
very doubtful whether he will have an excuse for bis 
journey after the first stop — St Rodwell, in fact" 

" How do you make that out ? " asked Harold quickly. 
** We are going to London, I am, at any rate, and it is 
me whom be is shadowing, I presume." 

Austin leaned over and tapped his friend's knee. 
" You must brace yourself for a probable disappoint- 
ment," be said. " I think it very possible that that 
telegram was a bogus one, and it will be advisable for 
us both to get out at St Kodwell and test it I did not 
dare to do so frcsn tbe Qwynant post-offioe, where tbe 
telegram emanated from and was probably fabricated." 

Harold groaned, but made a hnve effort to bide tbe 

quick revulsion from hope to uncertainQr. Ever since 
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the telegram bad been bronglit to him on the beach he 
had been counting the hours, ahnoet minutes, to his 
meeting with Helen, and now this theoiy of Austin's 
bode fair to dash the cap of happiness from his lips. 

There was, however, no gainsaying the prudence of 
Austin's advice to test the genuineness of the tel^ram 
before going so far from home. If it turned out to be 
Bpuriona it would be proof positive that Vamdjke had 
special reasons for getting them out of the way while he 
brought his plans to a climax at Gwynont. 

" And there is another thin^" said Austin. " He 
may have had a second reason for invoking Mrs. 
Pabey's nefarious aid again. Though you lauded at 
me at the time, I am convinced that if we could have 
examined that weed-covered, hollow-sounding rock more 
cloa.Iy, we should have found a secret passage leading to 
the top of the cliff. The behaviour of that out-of-date 
veteran smu^ler, Treheme, was a sure index of stmie- 
thing of the sort." 

" And if a secret passage, possibly also a secret hid- 
ing-place in which Helen may be detained I " suggested 
Harold breathlessly. 

Exactly," replied Austin. "Vamd^e may have 
watched us on to the beach, and, seeing that we were 
' getting warm,' as children say, may have devised this 
bc^ua wire to divert us. He would know tiiat if his 
ruse Bucoeeded we should not be on hand to pursue in- 
vestigations at the spot when the tide admits of our 
approaching at eleven o'clock to-night" 

" I quite follow you, but why couldn't we have driven 
straight from the Castle to St Eodwell and wired to 
Helen's supposed address in London! Then, if it 
proved genuine, we might have caught this train tiiere 
and got up to her this evening." 

"My dear fellow, you would never make a thief- 
catcher," Austin lauded. " Do you not see the ad- 
vantage it will give us if Vamdyke believes his ruae has 
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decoyed us awa;} We can only fight euniuDg mth 
(nmning. Mailed fists are no use against it. If we are 
in Gvynant to-night, when he thinks we are looking and 
feeling a pair of foolish dupes in London, thin^ will 
probably hum in your quiet village. But here we are, 
slowing down for St Bodwell, and I'll trouble you, 
when the train stops, to jump out and run like a hunp- 
lighter into the bookingofBce." 

" What on earth for f " asked the simple-hearted sol' 
diet. Fighting the hill tribes on the Northwest fron- 
tier seemed sweet simplicity to him, compared with 
hunting in the company of a criminal expert. 

" I am a bit of a sportsman in my way," the latter 
smiled back to him. " I should like our bicycling plain- 
clothes friend in the third-clasa compartment to remain 
in ignorance of our little deviation. He may just as 
well have a free trip to the metropolis at the ezpeuae of 
the rate-payers. It would be fun to see Inspector Port- 
man's face when he reports the result of his expedition." 

The Bu^estion was acted on, and after a rapid dive 
into the booking-office the two gentlemen had tite satis- 
faction of seeing the perspiring face of the rural 
ehadower glide past in one of tiie rear carriages, in 
happy ignorance that his quarry had eluded him. 

They made their way through the streets of the sleepy 
town to the post-office, where Austin despatched an in- 
terrogatory telegram to Helen Learoyd at the address 
given in the one purporting to come from her. A reply 
could not be expected for an hour at least, and they 
spent the interval in the smoking-room of the " Swan " 
Hotel. 

At the end of that time Austin bade Harold wait for 
him, and went across to make the needful inquiry. It 
was as he had expected. The telegram which he had 
sent had been presented at the address given, but could 
not be delivered, as no such person as Helen Learoyd 
was known there. 
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Austin set bis teeth hard, for not on\j would this be a 
blow to Harold, but it called for instant action if the 
peril which it boded for Helen was to be averted. He 
stood for a moment on the steps of the post-ofBce, rumi- 
nating deeply, and then walked up the street and en- 
tered the police-station. Inspector Fortman himself 
was at the desk, and received him with a frigid bow. 

" I have just dropped in, Inspector, because I think 
it will be as well to make you responsible personally in 
the event of Sir Harold Pentreath giving you the slip," 
Austin began in bis suavest tones. 

" I do not understand you, sir," said Fortman in 
evident bewilderment. He clearly mistmated his own 
powers when pitted against the champion of the hated 
" Castle people." A hundred times had he cursed his 
luck that the young baronet's friend happened to be the 
renowned Treasury Counsel. He was not at all sure 
that Mr. Conyers had not snatched bis prey from his 
grasp by advising the disappearance of Ann Watson, 
whom he resolutely believed to have been squared to 
keep out of the way. 

" Let me put it plainer, then," said Austin sweetly. 
" You have been having Sir Harold shadowed, I 
think i" 

" That is as may be," replied the Inspector, with a 
snap of his jaw. 

" Well, I happen to know it for a fact," Austin pro- 
ceeded, " and I called in to advise you to put another 
man on." 

" Put another man on ? " the Inspector repeated in 
open-eyed amazement, adding, witii a feeble attempt to 
disguise his wonder with jocularity that sat heavily on 
him : " Isn't one at each of the park gates enough for 
3pu, Mr. Conyers ? " 

" Well, no — considering that one of them is over an 
hour on his way to London in the midday express," re- 
plied Austin, firing bis bomb-shell with deadly precision, 
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and cauteriaing the wound witli a graphic descripIoQ of 
their eluding Hr. Portman's Bubordiuate. 

" As we have changed our minds about going to 
London to-day I thought you might like to send a Bub- 
Btitute for that unfortunate traveller. Sir Harold ia at 
the ' Swan ' Hotel at present, and I expect we shall 
remain there all the afternoon," concluded Austin in the 
exasperating manner that bad characterised him during 
the interview. 

The Inspector choked down his wrath with difficulty, 
and his answer showed that he was completely mysti- 
fied by the information being tendered from such a 
quarter. 

" I do not know, Mr. Austin Conyers, what your game 
is in telling me this," he said stiffly. " But you may be 
very sure that, as soon as it is verified, I shall act on it 
■ — by putting on not one substitute, but two." 

" A wise precaution," was the irritating retort, after 
which, smiling serenely, Austin took his departure and 
hurried back to the hotel, where as gently as he could be 
broke the news to Harold that the telegram was a bogus 
one. Helen Learoyd was not found after all. 

" Then we had better get hack to Gwynant," said 
Harold, picking up his hat impatiently. " If Helen is 
there, and that scoundrel contemplates harm to her to- 
night, we must be on the spot." 

" On the contrary, we must kick our heels here till 
after dark or ruin our chances," Austin corrected him. 
" The key to the situation is that spot on the beach under 
the Haunted Tower, and we cannot approach it till the 
tide permits at eleven o'clock. To return earlier would 
only be to put Vamdyke on bis guard." 

In vain Harold persisted that the proper course was to 
insist on the police arresting Vamdyke at once, and so 
upset his plans, only to be reminded by Austin of Vam- 
dyke's threat that his arrest would mean the death of 
Helen by slow starvation. 
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" And," added Auatin, " that threat bears out m; con- 
tention that she is immured in some old amuggling haoni 
which we must find for ourselves. Sesides, Portinan 
has got his knife so firmly fised into you that we conld 
never induce him to withdraw it and stick it into Vam- 
dyke. By the way, I've just been taking a rise out of 
Fortman by telling him of his understudy's miat^ltw, 
and asking him to put on another shadow." 

Harold tugged his moustache angrily, and then sub- 
Bided into a weak smile. " You carry too many guns 
for me," he said. "What cm earth did yon do that 
for!" 

" Because," Austin replied impressively, ** we may 
want some police help to-ui^t, and that was the only 
way to get it. If we come to close grips with that devH 
we shoud be in sorry plight without the strong arm of 
the law to hand him over to. With a couple of the 
Inspector's merry men at your heels, we may be able to 
find a use for them he never dreamt of." 

Harassed as he was, Harold could not repress > 
hearty laugh at the barefaced device for enforcing Port- 
man's assistance against his vrilL And later in the 
afternoon they had the satisfaction of seeing that the 
Inspector himself had condescended to form one of the 
pair of reinforcing " shadows." From the window of 
the smoking-room they observed him, dressed in private 
clothes and armed with a stout walking-stick, strolling 
up and down outside the hotel with an underling, ready 
to follow whenever they should make a start. 

" It is to be hoped that Inspector Portman has forti- 
fied the inner man, seeing that we shall not break cover 
here till half-past nine," remarked Austin with a bint 
of mischief in his tone. The obvious venom of the pig- 
headed and embittered police-officer had aroused his ir^ 
and he was looking forward with relish to the danoe he 
meant to lead him. 

So it was not till after they had dined with what 
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appetite they could tliat they sallied forth, and after 
exciting the Inspector by a stoppage at the gim-maker*s 
for the purchase of a hrace of revolvers, made their way 
to the railway station in time to take the last train back 
to Gwynant. 

" What is to be our first move ! " asked Harold, as he 
flung himself into a comer of the compartment 

" Well," said Austin, after reflection, " the beach is 
our real objective, but it might be more prudent to call 
at the Castla first and obtain the help of Dan Light and 
some of your grooms. We may have to deal with a 
desperate man at bay, and the Inspector is not to be 
relied on." 

But here Harold was on his own ground. Fitting 
was his trade, and he was a past-master of it. " What I 
two of us want help against a single-handed skunk like 
that," he cried indignantly. " Prudence be hanged 1 
We will go straight to the beach, without losing time at 
the Castle." 

" So be it," agreed Austin. " My chief reason for 
the proposal was that Dan Li^t might have something 
useful to tell me of a little exploring task I set him in 
what Tommy calls his ' 'ole.' " 

He did not know that Dan Light was not at the 
Castle, where his absence was causing some uneasiness, 
but that be was at that moment steadily chipping at the 
boulder in Tommy's lair, his retreat to upper earth hav- 
ing been oat o£F by Ytandyke'a removal of the rope. 
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Tohut'b return to his lair, with the news of the find- 
ing of Helen and of the death of the woman whom be 
described as " the Cawstle maid," little thinking that 
she was his mother, and with a welcome reinforcement 
of candles, left Dan Light aomewhat dazed, though it 
added zest to his labour. 

Curious mixture as he was of vice and virtue, Dan 
bad struck a straight course for what he felt to be the 
right thing in sending his " nipper " back to Helen, 
notwithstanding the risk it entailed of the boj being 
either caught by Vamdyke before be regained the has- 
tily described chamber under the tower, or of being ebut 
np with her there. 

His wife's death caused him not grief, perhaps, so 
much as an overweening desire to be revenged on the 
slayer of the woman who had tried to take his own life 
within the last few days. And as he lit one of Tommy's 
candles from the fast-expiring stump that had nearly 
left him in darkness, a tear splashed down on the hand 
holding the jemmy. 

He could not quite forget his courtship and winning 
of the handsome ^rl whom he had wedded in the heyday 
of his success, never thinking that she would desert him 
at the first adverse turn of fortune's wheel. 

" It mast have been in her blood, poor thing," he 
muttered, as he turned again to the labour of reducing 
the height of the boulder that blocked the passage. " So 
help me, if ever I get out of this bother alive, I'll ran 
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straight and never crack a crib again. Maybe then the 
taint will leave the kid alone." 

But the matter in band waa urgent, and he had no 
time for pondering on hereditary inflnence. Hs had 
gathered a fairly lucid idea of the situation from Tom- 
my's hasty utterances, and he concentrated all his energy 
on the strategic movement of " joining forces." He 
must make room for his bulkier carcase to follow where 
the boy had gone, though he had very little hope of 
doing so before Vamdyke entered the tunnels from 
below. 

Still, it would only be a case of man to man, and he 
had his pistol in one of bis capacious pockets — {K>cketa 
specially constructed to carry the armoury of his trade. 
If he met the " Long Medico " fair and square in the 
subterranean workings he might be able to give a good 
account of him, and so raise the siege. 

He had but little doubt that if he could once gain the 
chamber under the tower hia professional skill would 
Jind a way out through the old landmark ; and, eager as 
be was to liberate Tommy and bis patroness, the thought 
of thifl method of egress spurred him not a little. It 
would obviate the necessity of having to climb up the 
cliff-face with the aid of a dangling rope. 

But he did not forget that before he could join Miss 
Learoyd and Tommy, and so win free, he bad a danger- 
ous and insidious foe to deal with, who at any moment 
now might steal upon bim from the tortuous maze of 
the cross-tunnel. To prevent being taken entirely by 
surprise while he worked at the summit of the rock in 
the candle-light, he h&d caused Tommy on his return 
journey to stick another lighted candle at the first bend 
in the tunnel, which occurred about ten yards down. 
Otherwise he would have been an easy mark for any one 
creeping close in the darkness. 

Tommy bad been gone half an hour or more, when 
Dan, hard at work with his jemmy on the roug^ surface, 
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with one eye for the candle at the bend, saw a cliister of 
long talon-like fingers come roond the comer and qnietly 
extinguish it. Aj the further light vent out Dan in- 
stantly hlew out his own candle and crouched down he- 
hind the boulder. It was a curious, and hy no means a 
pleasant sensation — that of being alone in the dark with 
the " Long Medico," burning, doubtless, to reduce the 
number of his enemies. 

How soon would the bloodthirsty wretch disclose his 
tactics, Dan wondered almost impatiently, as the sec- 
onds grew into a minute and no sign or sound came 
from the inky gloom of the passage beyond the obstruc- 
tion. Then, suddenly, Varndyke'e voice croaked close 
to the other side of the boulder. 

" Dan 1 " came the mocking tones, " Dan, my faith- 
less colleague I Let us call a truce for a few minutes. 
I want to talk to you about that interesting boy of 
yours." 

The ex-convict knew the fiendish cunning of the man, 
and thinking that it was only a ruse to locate him by 
the sound of his voice, be preserved a breathless silence. 

The croaking voice went on again : " I've got him, 
Dan, I've got Um — safe trussed up like a sucking pig, 
not a hundred yards from here. I came to make 
a little bargain with you about that enterprising 
youth." 

The cold sweat poured from Dan's forehead like rain. 
What he had half dreaded had happened, then. 
Tommy had been caught before he coidd regain the 
trapnloor he had spoken of. 

" Well t " murmured Dan hoarsely. He was still 
keenly alive to the necessity for not revealing his exact 
position more than be could help. 

" Simply, my bargain is this," rejoined Vamdyke. 
" If you will promise to go away, bade to London, and 
leave me to my own devices, you can take your brat with 
you, and thereUl be an end of it. If not, I will first cot 
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Us saucy toogae oat, and then spatter the walls of tlie 
tunnel) where be liee, with his hrains. Which is it to 
be*" 

Dan's breath came quick and gasping. To leave a 
helpless girl in the dutch of this diabolical scoundrel, or 
to let loose the unspeakable horror of that threat upon his 
well-beloved Tommy, was a dilemma before which his 
simple code of chivajry might well break down. And 
then an inspiration came to him. Disdaining any 
further care for his own safety, he stood up and 
said: 

" You're a bard case, I know, but in cold blood you'd 
never treat your own kin lite that" 

" My own kin! What the do you meant " re- 
verberated from the darkness in a cro^ vibrating with 
genuine amazement. 

" I never knew till the other day, and she had been 
too scared to tell you, that you are the little lad's uncl^" 
replied Dan, pursuing the advantage he thought he had 
gained. " Ann was my wife, and Tommy's mother. I 
married her while you were in trouble in Scotland over 
that insurance affair." 

Tense silence followed, during which Dan prayed, as 
he had never prayed before, that some lingering remnant 
of human compassion for kindred might lurk in that 
crime-stained souL 

And it seemed that the prayer had been answered, 
for when Vamdyke spoke next Uiere was a quaver in the 
harsh voice. 

" That makes a difference," he said. " I shouldn't 
like to be rou^ on Ann's child. It vrill be an oppor- 
tunity to atone for — well, no matter. See here, Dan, 
as you have sprung this on me I must give way, but I 
must ask in return that you let me make a bolt for it. 
I will take you to the boy and show you bow you can 
get out of this rabbit-warren, but you must let me go 
^th you. You can liberate Miss X«Broyd when I've 
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got clear away, and then go and brag at the ' Three 
Fiddlers ' that jouVe beaten the ' Long Medico * on his 
own ground." 

Ah, Dan Light, knight of the jemmy and centre-bit, 
you are not equal to wilea like these. His plodding 
brain conld not grasp the improbability of such a threat 
as that which bad been held out a minute before being 
withdrawn on the strength of a little matter of avimcu- 
lar relationship when the uncle in the case was Mr. 
SergiuB Tarndyke. Dan jumped greedily at the sug^ 
gestion. 

" That *11 be fair all roimd," he exclaimed. " I 
shan't be long now before I'm through — about half an 
hour at the outside." 

And throwing caution to the winds in his haste to 
carry out the tempting programme, he re-lit his candle 
and fell to capping the boulder. Vamdyke also 
applied a match to a lantern he was carrying, and with 
an enigmatic smile inspected the result of the other's 
work. 

" It was Mr. Austin Conyere who put you up to nosing 
around down here, I suppose J " the " Long Medico " 
inquired with quite an air of friendly interest. 

" Ye^ 'twas him," replied Dan, thrilling with pride 
at the prospect of reporting a successful issue to his 
former counseL 

" Ah, well, youll be able to show him some funny 
things about these cbtcb and passages to-morrow," said 
Vamdyke. " Look here, if you'd known the trick you 
would have been through hours ago. Let me save you 
time and trouble." 

And with a push, by no means violent, on the end of 
the obstructing boulder, he caused the latter to revolve 
in a half turn inwards, leaving space enough for a man 
to pass between it and the wall of the tunnel. 

" Well, I'm ji^;ered I " exclaimed Dan, pocketing his 
jemmy. 
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" Curious, isn't it ? " came the imperceptible sneer. 
" The smugglers knew a thing or two and fised that rock 
on an iron axis, which> when I discovered it, only re- 
quired a little oil to make it work. But this place is 
full of surprises. Come through, and 111 show you 
some more on the way out" 

Lulled into a sense of security by the other's manner, 
and recognising that Vamdyke could have shot him any 
time the last two minutes, Dan squeezed past thei boul- 
der and stood in the crosa-tunuel. 

" I will restore the rock to its original poaition; then, 
when you do the honours of the place to Mr. Conyers, 
you'll be able to puzzle him as to how you got out, since 
your job there is not completed," said Vamdyke, and, 
suiting the action to the word, he pushed against the 
other end of the boulder so that it swung back and 
blocked the passage again. 

" Now if you will follow me," he continued, " we 
shall soon come to where I left that imp of yours." 

Dan stumbled after the tall, frock-coated figure, stoop- 
ing when it stooped, and walking erect where possible, 
but always with an eye for the next comer, with a hope 
that it would bring " the nipper " into view. The 
wonderful weakening of the " Long Medico " under the 
ties of relationship prompted him to put the question : 

" You never set out to kill Ann on purpose, did you ? " 

" Oh, dear, no ', I was much too fond of her. She fell 
and hurt herself," came the answer from his guide. 

So they reached the end of the cross-tnnnel, and en- 
tered the winding shaft running from the Haunted Tower 
down to the beach. Vamdyke turned to the left — down- 
wards. The sudden change from the gentle slope of 
the lateral to the steep descent nearly threw Dan down. 

" Is it much further to where the boy is ! ' he asked 
nervously, clutching at the rocky wall to steady himself. 

" Only a little," replied Vamdyke, without looking 
round. 
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But the He waa giveit to his words hy the shrill treble 
from behind. 

" Are you chasing bun, Dad t We thought be was tip 
at top." 

Dan turned, and there was Tommy, coming round the 
last curve of the corkscrew shaft, candle in luuid, and no 
more bound and " trussed up " than he was himself. 

Vamdyke stopped and looked round too. Then, to 
tiie tune of a mirthlesB laugh that rang up and down 
the timneUed passage, a knife flashed from the breast- 
pocket of hifl coat and went glinting into Dan's back 
while he was still gazing upwards and backwards) and 
waiting for the boy. 

Tonmiy turned and sent the piping screech np the 
shaft rearwards : " (3et back ; Vs down 'ere." 

Leaping over Dan'a fallen body, and striking a savage 
but futile knife-thrust at Tommy as he passed, Vam- 
dyke hurried upwards, in hot pursuit of the recipient 
of that shouted warning. 
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A HOT eOBBT. 

Wheit AuBtin and Harold descended from the train 
at Gwynant tliej borrowed a railway lamp from the 
Btationmaater and started for the beach, closely followed 
by Inspector Portman and his subordioate. 

Though it was nearly ten o'clock, and the villagers 
would for the most part be going to bed, Austin avoided 
the main street and chose a route through a series of 
lanes that eventually brought him to the moor. At the 
end of half a mile's trudge across the heather they ar- 
rived at the head of the chine and baited for a consul- 
tation. 

" It wants three-quarters of an hour to the time when 
the tide will permit of our entering the bi^t, whereas 
it will only take us a quarter of an hour to reach it," 
said Auatin. " The question is whether to spend the 
interval here or get as far along the beach as we 
can" 

" By all means get as far as we can, I should say," 
replied Harold, impetuous as ever. 

Austin waved the unlighted tamp at the two spectral 
figures in their rear, who had stopped also. 

" So should I, if it wasn't for our friend the Inspec- 
tor," he whispered. " What I am afraid of is that 
Vamdyke may have reasons for being punctual to the 
first possible moment of approaching the place. There 
is no means of concealing ourselves if he came along the 
beach, and that fool Portman wouldn't even try. Our 
man would be put on his guard by seeing four people 
lurking about near the approach to the spot" 
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" Then let ua ataj here and lie in the heather a little 
farther back," said Harold. " We shall aee him if be 
goes down the chine, and can then follow." 

" That will be beat," replied Austin. " And the odds 
are that Fortman will conceal himself too — out of curi- 
oaity to see what we are waiting for." 

Retracing their steps a little way, they selected a posi- 
tion from which, in the semi-darkness of the June night, 
they would have a view of an; one passing down the 
chine, either from the moor or the cUff path. Sinking 
down in the knee-deep heather, they bad the satisfaction 
of seeing the policemen, who bad preserved their original 
distance, pursue similar tactics. 

" My hope is that Vamdyke will not arrive first on 
the scene of our search," Austin whispered. " If , as I 
suspect, there is a bidden entrance into the heart of the 
cliff front, he will disappear through it unseen by na, 
for we cannot follow close on his heels without giving 
bim warning. I want a private view first" 

But that was just what they were not to get. They 
bad lain silent for nearly half an hour, and Austin waa 
on the point of giving t^e word for an advance, when, 
silhouetted against the sky-line, a tall figure came in a 
shambling trot along the cliff path, and, diving over the 
shoulder of the chine, sped downwards for the beach. 

" That's he I " murmured Harold in an excited wbis- 
per. " He must be coming from Doctor Learoyd's — not 
from his lodgings at the post-office. Besides the Haunted 
Tower, the doctor's house is the only building in that 
direction. Shall we up and after him 1 " 

" Not yet; we must give him law, or he'll hear us 
crunching over the shingle," said Austin. " Remember 
what he threatened would happen to Helen if he caught 
U8 watching him. It is unfortunate that we are seeking 
the same goal, and that he has forestalled us, because we 
are not really watching him, except incidentally." 

They allowed five minutes to paaa, and tben stole 
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down on to the beach, conficious that Mr. Inspector Port- 
man was doggedly following in their own tracks. Turn- 
ing to the right, under the precipitous range of cliffs, 
Austin led the pace so slowly as to cause Harold to fret 
impatiently, but the need of caution was emphasised hj 
an occasional chink-chink far ahead as Vamdjke, at an 
astonishing speed, traversed the pebbly beach. 

When tihey came at last to ^e rocl^ comer, which 
even now it was only just possible to pass dry-foot, 
Austin called another halt. 

" I must reconnoitre," he whispered. " It is just pos- 
sible, if there is light enough to see him, that he himself 
may reveal the secret of that hollow rock." 

Unmindful of the waves, which broke nearly over his 
feet, he peered round the jutting angle into the little 
bay. The western glow was still strong enough to show 
that it was empty of human life. Tamdyke had van- 
ished like a spirit, and the waves were boiling up to the 
more prominent angle at the other end of the bi^t, 
forty yards away. On the water not a boat was to be 
seen. He could only have gone into the solid wall of 
cliff, or up it — unless, as Austin was now firmly con- 
vinced, the wall of cliff was not, for its whole length, 
solid at alL 

However, the coast was clear for investigation, and 
having called up Harold and lit the lamp, Austin made 
for the section of rock that had aroused his suspicion. 
It had been submerged to a depth of three feet at high 
water, and the matted curtain of seaweed that covered 
it was still wet from the receding tide. 

" I will begin where I left off this morning," said 
Austin, after listening in vain for sounds from within — 
if such there were, t£ey were drowned by the wash of 
the waves and by the swirl of the miniature eddies 
among the fallen boulders — and he systematically set to 
work. There being but one lamp, there was no scope for 
Harold to make a separate search, but he looked over his 
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friend's shoulder and helped by holding back the long 
trails of weed. 

" Portman probably thinks we are hiding the treason 
I obtained by murdering my father," Harold lauded 
nervously, after five minutes' fruitless scrutiny of the 
glistening granite. 

Austin glanced contemptuously at the two dim shapes 
hovering under the diadow of the jutting point 
" Never mind Portman ; we shall find a use for him 
before morning, yet," he replied confidently. " Aht I 
thought 80." 

His nimble fingers, which had been fumbling among 
the slimy vegetation, suddenly stiffened and tore down 
several handf uls of the marine growths in a vertical line. 
Thrai he held the lamp close, and Harold, following the 
direction of his eager scrutiny, saw the cause of bis ex- 
clamation in a narrow seam, hardly big enough for the 
insertion of a pin. A hasty experiment by tapping with 
a walking-stick showed that the seam marked die end of 
the hollow-sounding section of rock. An inch to the 
right of it the cliff rang solid again. 

" It is some sort of a door — ^way in, anyhow I " cried 
Harold, trembling with combined hope and apprehen- 
sion. 

Austin made do immediate reply, but going to the 
other extremity of the hollow section discovered another 
vertical seam. Then, working now by sound alone, he 
tried the top, and, standing on tip-toe, found a horizontal 
seam joining the two vertical ones. The bottom, a foot 
from the beach level, yielded a similar result 

" Yes," said Austin at length, " the thing is certainly 
a door, or at any rate a secret entrance. But we are very 
far from having found the key." 

And, search aa they would, they could discover no 
means of moving the oblong slab of rock, which to all 
appearances was as substantial as the surrounding 
granite. 
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" Let me run back to the village, call up a score of 
men with tools, and split it open," cried Harold. 
" Heaven only ^ows what the ecoundrel may be doing 
in there. Helen " 

" Yes, it is of Helen that I am thinking," Austin 
cut him short, as he sent his gaze ranging up the unseen 
distances of the stupendous height " Tour plan would 
take a long time — too long for our peace of mind. A 
shorter one would be for us to go back up the chine and 
80 to the Haunted Tower, which must be at the other end 
of thia concealed entrance. It is evident now that Ann 
Watson must have come out through the Tower on the 
day when Gwen and I saw her after her attempt on Dan 
Light, whom I fervently wish we had with us this 
evening." 

" The Tower baa been disused so long, and shunned 
by everybody, that no one ever thought of it aa having 
an inside. Let us try it by all means," said Harold, 
starting off to round the point on to the long stretch of 
beach so quickly that they almost ran into Fortman and 
his myrmidon before they had fallen back to make 
■way. 

" Having a good time, Inspector i " Austin enquired 
cheerily as they passed. " Pit?^ you haven't got Mrs. 
Portman with you, A night out like this with her would 
bring back the old courting days, and we haven't half 
done yet" 

He spoke lightly, to divert Harold's mind from the 
graver issue, but be was none the less anxious himself 
about the turn events were taking. The disappearance 
of Vamdyke into the concealed passage, tal^n in con- 
junction with the attempt to decoy them to London that 
day, made him fear that they might be too late to avert a 
tragedy. And he was puzzled as well as anxious. Some- 
thing was happening more complex than the mere de- 
tention of Helen in an old smuggling resort. Vamdyke 
had come from the direction of the Tower when he 
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descended to the beach to go to the concealed entrance. 
Why should be have made this seemingly unnecessary 
detour if there was access through the Tower ? 

Inspector Fortman preserved a dignified silence, and 
with a masterful stride tramped along the shingle in the 
wake of his quarry, at a respectful distance. His very 
gait spoke of confidence in his cause. Such proceedings 
as he had witnessed that night could not but be the pre- 
lude to disclosures which should finally deliver the rep- 
resentative of the hated name of Fentreath into hiis 
hands. 

And bis triumph would be all the sweeter, inasmuch 
as it would entaU a defeat of the young barrister who 
had flouted him, and whom he held guilty of grossly 
unprofessional conduct in " holding a brief out of 
court " for a man whom he desired to convict. Through 
the Inspector's imaginative brain there flashed visions 
of even arresting Austin as " an accessory after the 
fact," or at any rate of reporting him to the Bar Com- 
mittee and ruining his career. 

The unconscious object of tiiese genial intentions 
paid no further heed to the curiously enlisted police 
escort, but on reaching the head of tiie chine, turned 
sharply to the left along the cliff path. Harold needed 
no urging to keep pace with him, and together they 
hurried upwards and onwards to the culminating point 
of the headland, whereon, guarded by its circle of iron 
railings, loomed the gigantic outline of the Tower. 

" Now we may have to be thankful to Master Tommy 
Light for furmshing us with our first clue," said Austin. 
" It may save us time and a nasty climb over the rails. 
Let us look where the waist-buckle was found." 

And, sure enough, on the side where the path ran 
between the railings and the brink of the cliff they found 
that two of the iron rods were loose, and could be with- 
drawn at will. They passed throu^, and Austin care- 
fully dropped the rails into their sockets again. 
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" Portman may as well climb over," he aaid la- 
conically. " Now for the secrets of the Haunted 
Tower." 

As they crossed the weather-stunted turf of the en- 
closure, die minds of both men were busy with the sig^ 
nificance of Tommy's clue. Neither of them dared to 
voice the horrid suggestion that the buckle had been 
dropped near the removable rails in the course of a 
stru^le to get Helen through the aperture, and eo into 
the gaunt, grim structure which they were approaching, 
but it was very present to both of them. 

The heavy oak door in the base of the Tower was 
nearly hidden by clumps of wind-riven gorse bushes, 
and they had little hope of finding it unlocked. Im- 
agine then their joy when the door responded to the 
first push, swinging back on obviously well-oiled hinges, 
to disclose a great empty void bounded by bare brick 
walls. 

The explanation of the unlocked door, though they 
knew it not, was that Varndyke, secure in his belief that 
no one would approach the Tower, had been in too great 
haste to turn the key when he had heard Tommy ad- 
mitted into the chamber below from the nether regions. 
Burning to get round to the lower entrance on the beach, 
he had relied solely on the bolta of the trap-door to 
prevent his prisoners escaping. 

The two young men gazed upwards into the blank 
vacancy of the Tower, as far as the rays of the powerful 
railway lamp would reach, and they at once saw that no 
solution lay in that direction. The building, if it ever 
had been, was not now divided into separate floors, but 
ran right up to the dimly seen roof in one unbroken 
space. There were no upper rooms in which a prisoner 
could be kept. By swift deduction, Austin wasted no 
time on the upper part, but quickly turned his attention 
to the ground. It was not long before he was rewarded 
with a discovery. 
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" Here, Harold," he said quietly. " See, here's a 
trap-door in the floor — ^bolted on this side." 

" Hurrah I " shouted the master of Fentreath Castle 
at the full power of his lungs. " I believe you've found 
her." And sinking on his knees, he unslipped the bolts 
in frantic haste, and tried to raise the door. 

It firmly resisted his efforts. 
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CHAPTER L. 

TBS OAIIDLE IK THE FOWDBB. 

It is time to return to the interior of Helen Learoyd's 
prison-chamber. When the pi^pat of Vamdyke's foot- 
fall descending the ladder under the lower trap-door had 
died away, Tommy broke out in a loud guffaw. 

" Golly, but I've scared 'im," he chuckled. " Ain't 
I just glad that Dad sent me back to look after you. 
You'd never 'ave thort o' that, I'll go bail — of threat- 
ening to bust 'im up with that there gunpowder. 'E'b 
fair scared, I tell 'e." 

But Helen, rising like a pale flower, from listening to 
the receding footsteps, felt no such comforting aasur- 
anoe. Vamdyke would know very well that whatever 
Tommy, in the rash ignorance of bis untamed youth, 
might dare, she would never pennit an explosion which 
would be more disastrous to those within than without 
the vault 

It was much more likely that he had withdrawn with 
some cunning plan in his head for attacking her strong- 
hold by more subtle means — ^posaibly to dispose of Dan 
Light before returning to make a fresh attack on her 
defences. 8he could understand that he would not pro- 
ceed to extremities while his rear was menaced by Tom- 
my's father, chipping away for dear life to get out of the 
" 'ole " into which his adventurous son bad led him. 

We know already that her intuition was ri^L Varn- 
dyke was even then on his way to the cross-tunnel, fully 
primed with his treacherous design to kill Dan, but first 
to lure him with the false news of Tommy's capture 
away from the cave, which would certainly be searched 
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on Austin Conjers' return from the wild-gooae chase to 
London. 

" It is nice to have you with me, Tommy, but I would 
much rather you were safe in your bed at Treheme's," 
eaid Hel»i, sinking wearily into one of the bard chairs. 

" And I'd rather be 'ere, so we're both auited," re- 
sponded Tommy, toying with the gunpowder caniater. 
It seemed ta have a sti^nge attraction for him, and be 
kept filtering the black dust through his fingers in a way 
-that made Helen's blood run cold. At last she could 
bear it no longer, and at her request the boy desisted 
from his dangerous .pastime, though he kept eying the 
canister regretfully as he made b^ tour of the under 
ground chamber. 

" If Dad was in 'ere with 'is James, 'e'd soon prise 
that open," he remarked, after a run up the ladder to 
examine the upper exit. " How'd it be to put that 
powder on the top rung and set a light to it? That 
would about do the trick, I reckon," he added, harking 
back to his favourite subject. 

Gently but firmly Helen endeavoured to convince him 
of the impossibility of using the gunpowder, by point- 
ing out the consequences to themselves that would ensue 
if it were exploded in that confined space. It might be 
a very good way of opening the door, she explained, if 
only they were somewhere else, but under the present 
circumstances it would result in their being blown to 
atoms. 

This argument sewned to prevail ; at any rate it re- 
duced Tommy to meditative silence, and Helen was able 
to take a revised view of the situation by the light of 
recent events. She was compelled reluctantly to admit 
that her chances were not improved by tiie advent of 
Tommy, but rather the reverse, unless Dan won his way 
throiigh to them- Everything depended on that, and 
Vamdyke was doubtless at that moment moving heaven 
and earth to prevent that contingency. 
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And if the arch-miscreant, as was all too probable, 
proved one too many for the elder Lig^t, she would be 
exactly where ahe waa before, with the additional horror 
of having Tommy's life dependent on her decision. 
With Dan's blood upon his hands, Vamdyke would 
never let the boy leave the chamber alive if he gained 
admission; yet if she did not admit him and agree to 
bis terms, Harold must remain under suspicion of Sir 
Michael's murder. 

It was a dilemma she scarcely dared think of, but 
it was one sbe might be called on to face at any moment, 
and unconsciously ahe began to follow the movements of 
the lad whom she might be tempted to sacrifice on the 
altar of her lover's good name. She had nearly per- 
suaded herself that it would be really no sacrifice, be- 
cause if Tommy remained in the chamber with her to 
await starvation his death would be equally assured, 
when ahe was recalled from speculation to present 
realities. 

The boy, lying prone upon the ground, was in the act 
of drawing the bolts of the lower trap-door. 

" Tommy I " she cried in alarm, running to prevent 
him. "What are you thinking oit You'll let that 
man in." 

But " the nipper " had achieved his purpose ere 
she reached him, and he turned to her with a mischie- 
vous grin after raising the trap-door a quarter of an 
inch and dropping it again. 

" The ' Long Medico's ' left it unfastened on t'other 
side. We can go down there — back to Dad — if we're 
so minded," he piped, as he re-shot the bolts. 

If she had not seen the trap-door rise, Helen could 
not have believed it, so astonishing at first sight seemed 
the fact that their enemy should have left the door un- 
bolted, thereby giving them access at will to the subter- 
ranean passages. With such a cunning schemer it could 
not be an oversight The omission must have been 
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made of malice aforethou^t, m the hope, perhaps, of 
inducing them to venture on a sortie which he would be 
waiting below to cut off. 

Tommy came sidling up to her with his tongue in bis 
cbeeli. " How d'yer twig *ow we can use that gunpow- 
der ? " he squeaked. " Nex' time 'e comea to tiie trap- 
door — the one in the roof — ^we can bust 'im with it, 
same as I was tellin'. We can scoot down below to Dad 
afore it goes off. I know 'ow to work it" 

" But he won't go to the top one ; we shall hear of 
him from below," said Helen dubiously. 

" That's easy then," returned the invincible Tommy. 
" When you 'ear 'im at the lower one, just tell 'im you'll 
'old no truck with 'im 'ceptin' through the top trap. 
Say it's agin yer principles. 'Ell go round fast enough, 
and I'll have it fixed for 'im proper. Leave it to me, 
misa, dear. It's our only chawnce." 

Helen's gentle eoul revolted at such a deed of violence, 
but when E^e looked down at the earnest, pleading little 
face upturned to hers, and remembered that Tommy's 
deliverance, as well as her own and Harold's, might be 
gained by it, she wavered. And a glance at the silent 
figure of Ann Watson on the extemporised bier yielded 
full justification. Had not the man whom tbe boy 
threatened, brutally slain the boy's mother t Still, the 
assent she gave was only half-hearted. 

" I cannot do that, Tommy," ah© replied. " I cannot 
speak lying words which would send a fellow-creature, 
however wicked, to a terrible death. But if he tries to 
reach us through the Tower again, and of bis own accord 
comes to the upper trap-door, we might try that way. 
It seems the only one." 

" Bight you are, miss," came the prompt acceptance 
of her modification. " Old Granfer Treheme says as 
where there's smoke there's always fire, and I lay that 
therell be a tidy lot of both afore I'm through with 
the job." 
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Helen watched the boy's preparations listlessly, the 
more so since she did not anticipate any opportunity 
for putting them into practice. Vamdyke, she was as- 
sured, was underground, maturing a fresh advance from 
that direction after be should have disposed of Dan 
Light, and her chief interest in Tommy's performance, 
therefore, was fear lest he should be careless with his 
dangerous plaything. 

But there was method, rather than rashness, in the 
way the youogster set to work. Having selected a 
strand of rope, he securely lashed the canister to the top 
rung of the ladder immediately under the upper trap- 
door, and then removed the lid, which he had kept 
closed during the operation. His next proceeding was 
to procure a stump of candle and insert it in the powder 
BO that about an eighth of an inch protruded. 

" Good as Guy Fawkes, ain't it ? " he said, surveying 
his handiwork with pride. " Only got to light the 
candle, soon as be cOmes, and then streak it through 
t'other trap and bolt it behind us." 

Scarcely had the words left his lips, when in the vast 
emptiness of the Tower overhead &eie sounded a dis- 
tinct footfall, heard by both of them at once, but re- 
ceived with widely different emotions. Tommy, with 
the light of battle in his eye, raced down the ladder for 
a box of matches from the table ; Helen rose, irresolute 
and trembling before the coming cataclysm which she 
bad sanctioned. 

" Look slippery, miss I Take that lantern and 'ook 
it down belowl I'll be along myself in a jiffy," came 
Tommy's hoarse whisper, as he sped up the ladder again 
with the matchbox in his hand. 

Helen, perceiving that it was too late to stem the cur- 
rent, obeyed so far as to unbolt and raise the lower 
trap-door, but then, held by a weird fascination, 
she stood and watched the boy at bis hazardous task 
— watched him strike the match, shield it with his 
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grimy palm, and apply it with imfaltering touch to the 
wick. 

" Come on! " he cried, as ha tore acrosB the cavern to 
the yawning hole in the floor, bj which Helen lingered. 
" Whatcher waitjn* for ? Tou'll be blowed up too if 
you don't 'urry." 

CeremoniouB politeness was never one of " the nip- 
per's " strong points, and less than ever with the terror 
of that guttering candle in the powder-keg behind him. 
In the full expectation that she would follow, he 
snatched the lantern from hia hand and dived through 
the door on to the ladder running down the black shaft. 

But Helen did not follow, for at that moment there 
fell upon her ears from the Tower above a sound whicb 
should have been as sweetest music, but which, coming 
from juat over that tiny, wavering flame in the powder, 
fiUed her with horror unspeakable — the sound of her 
lover's voice. 
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CHAPTER LL 

THE TIDI TtTBNB. 

At sight of that spluttering flame in the deadly can* 
istor at the top of the ladder, with Harold's voice pro- 
claiming his imminent peril juat over it, Helen found 
her presence of mind. With no thought of what might 
be happening below, she ran across the chamber and, 
with infinite care lest she should shake sparks from the 
wick, trod the rungs lightly till her head was level with 
the canister. 

Then, not allowing herself to think, but breathing a 
wordless prayer, she clung to the ladder with one band 
and raised the other to pluck the candle from the pow- 
der. Instinct told her Uiat she must not reveal herself 
to those above till the danger was past. An interchange 
of greeting through the trap-door would agitate her, 
and she wanted all her nerve to keep her band from 
shaking while she removed Tommy's fatal fuse from 
that innocent-looking black dust. 

Steady now I The shapely hand, grown so thin and 
white in the last dark week of captivity, shot out, and 
with firm, unfaltering grasp, seized the rapidly de- 
creasing candlo-end and tossed it to safety on the rocky 
floor of the chamber. The same hand, all shaking now 
under the relaxed tension from the strain, was already 
raised to draw the bolts of the trap-door, when Helen 
felt herself pinioned from behind, and turning on the 
ladder as far as was possible, she saw the loathly face of 
Yamdyke close to hers. 

" If you say one word, or make the slightest noise to 
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warn those above, I will kindle the powder,*' he hissed 
in her e&r. 

For Austin and Harold were making their presence 
known hy clamouring for admission. 

The glance she bad taken at Yamdjke's face had told 
her that he was desperate, and, fearing that he would 
carry out his threat rather than be tal^ alive, she al- 
lowed herself to be carried in silence to the foot of the 
ladder. 

" Stand there," he said, indicating the centre of the 
chamber, well away from the ladder, and pitching his 
voice so that it should be inaudible overhead. 

" Now," he continued, speaking rapidly in the same 
nndertone, " there must be a plain issue between us, 
Miss Learoyd. Either you accompany me down by the 
1 wer exit to the shore, and so to freedom, leaving it to 
be inferred that you have been a voluntary prisoner here 
and have fled from the charge of murder, or I will com- 
plete the programme you had so kindly got up for me — 
with Sir Harold Pentreath and his friends as additional 
victims." 

The tall, spare figure in rusty black stood over her 
menacingly, his forbidding features a riot of unoon- 
trolled emotions. There was no doubt that this usually 
self -curbed man was brought to bay, and that he would 
prefer death to capture, with Heaven knew what fresh 
crimes in the black shaft below to expiate. For, leav- 
ing Dan out of the question. Tommy had gone down and 
had not returned. 

Tet to fly with him now, at the eleventh hour, with 
Harold's resonant " Helen I Are you there, Helen i " 
ringing down from the tower — the thing was too pre- 
posterous. 

" But you have not got the money from my father. 
There will be no time to go to him now," she faltered in 
a frantic effort to gain time, 

" That need be no barj I have enough for present re- 
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quirementB, and I will find a means of communicating 
with him when we have made good our escape. Your 
flight will he sufficient proof to him that my Btozy was 
true, without any letter from you," came the inexorable 
reply. 

Still Helen hesitated, and the roices above grew in 
volume and variety. 

" And remember," pursued Vamdyke, coming a atep 
nearer, " if you had your way, and those noisy young 
gentlemen got their bands upon me, you would only he 
as you were on the morning after Sir Michael's death. 
If you were as free as air, you could only clear yourself 
and Sir Harold by telling the whole truth — ^by accusing 
your drunken father of having poisoned the late bar- 
onet with a bungled sleeping-draught." 

That stem, irrefutable fact had faded into the back- 
ground of Helen's mind in the more strenuous happen- 
ings of these later days, but it was none the less true. 
Still, the sacrifice which she had been prepared to make 
— bad made, in fact — of breaking with Harold and 
keeping the Doctor's error secret, was as day unto night 
compared with the ghastly tragedy of a compromising 
flight with the human fiend before her. 

There was one way out. It would mean her certain 
death. But it might save Harold, and she prepared to 
take it 

" Come ! " said Vamdyke harshly, drawing a box of 
matches from his pocket, " you must make up your 
mind. Which ia it to be? " 

"Harold I" she screamed, at the fuU compass of 
her brave young lungs, " run for your life. Vam- 
dyke is going to blow up the trap-door with gunpow- 
der if you stay there. Run for your life, and save mine 
too." 

The " Long Medico " gave her a look like a lightning- 
blast, and with a snarl of rage started for the foot of 
the ladder. As the great, baggy coat-skirts flapped 
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itcrosB the rock-Lewn chamber Helen was more concerned 
to listen for retreating footsteps overhead than with 
the baffled villain seeking to destroy himself and those 
who would have brought him punishment for his many 
crimes. But no sudi welcome sounds reached her 
straining ears. 

In place of them, Harold Pentreath'a answer came 
back full of stupid, bulldog courage, that at any other 
time would have thrilled her with pride, but now struck 
to her heart, chill as doom: 

" Run away i Not 1 1 Here, Austin, can't we 
break the infernal door in ? " 

Helen knew that they could do no such thing, and, 
resigning herself to what must come, she waited for the 
end. Vamdyke had ascended half a dozen rungs of the 
ladder and in t«n seconds would reach the powder-can- 
ister, when that strange magnetism which compels the 
human eye forced her to turn her head towards the 
trap-door from below and encounter the half-agonised, 
balf-triimiphant gaze of Tommy. There was another 
gaze at the trap-door, too, but it was that of Ban Light, 
not fixed on her, but on the long, lean back of Vamdyke, 
along a pistol barreh 

The revolver spoke at last, its normal crack magni- 
fied into a thimderouB roar by the rocky walla, and it 
spoke the one blessed word deliverance. Vamdyke spun 
round, clutching wildly at the ladder, and then came 
toppling down, to lie writhing on the ground. 

Helen never knew how it all happened, but afterwards 
she remembered a vision of Tommy springing like a 
monkey from bis father's side and swarming up the 
ladder to unbolt the door. The next moment the sub- 
terranean chamber seemed to be fidl of people, and she 
was sobbing on Harold's shoulder. 

But, in reality, there were only three bcBidea the 
master of Pentreath Castle who clambered down into 
the old smuggling haunt — ^Austin Conyers, cool and col- 
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lected as usual, and Inspector Portman and hie subor- 
dinate, trying to cover their perplexity with official im- 
portance. Pale from loss of blood, Dan Light crept for- 
ward, smoking pistol in hand, and in a few wbispeied 
words to Austin filled the gaps in the latter's informa- 
tion. 

" Lucky for all of us Uiat your jemmy turned hie 
knife aside," said Austin gravely. " If he had given 
you your death wound, instead of a flesh one, none of 
ua would have been standing here alive." 

A few disjointed words of the explanation which 
Helen was pouring into Harold's ear reached the de* 
jected Portman, and inspired him with an idea which 
probably saved further mischief. Stooping quickly, he 
ran his hand over Vamdyl^'s clothes and reUeved him 
of a revolver and the surgical knife, just as he opened 
a pair of baleful eyes on those around him. He dragged 
himself to a sitting posture and placed his hand on his 
liip. 

" A smashed femur I " he muttered. And turning 
his snaky glance on the pistol in Dan's hand, he hurled 
a torrent of oaths at his former tooL 

Inspector Portman stepped forward briskly. AusUn 
had once given him credit for cleverness, and now, in 
the hour of his defeat, he showed it by turning his pres- 
ence there to advantage. It was possible that, in spite 
of past blunders, a good deal of praise mi^t accrue to 
him yet if he behaved correctly. 

" Do I understand. Miss Learoyd, that you have a 
charge to prefer against this man } " he asked, produc- 
ing bis notebook. 

But Helen, all unstrung, could only look helplessly 
from Harold to Austin. It was the latter who an- 



" It will be time enough to formulate charges later. 
Por the present he needs surgical attention, as does Mr. 
Light If you would let your assistant go for Doctor 
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Learoyd, or, if he is not well enough, for the nearest 
aargeoa, and alao for an ambulance, it would be 
best" 

At a sign from Portman the constable sped up the 
ladder, and the rest gathered round Helen to hear a 
more detailed account of her capture and detention — 
out of earshot from the maimed wretch who stared un- 
ceasingly at them from where he lay. When she told of 
Ann Watson's injuries and subsequent death Portman 
shook his head dolefully. 

" Hardly evidence enough against him, sir, on the 
capital charge — the woman's uncorroborated testimony, 
and that only hearsay? " he enquired deferentially of 
Austin,* whom he now seemed ludicrously anxious to 
propitiate. 

" No jury would convict ; they were accomplices, and 
there is no one to refute his assertion that she fell and 
battered herself in the dark tunnel," was the unsatisfy- 
ing reply. 

The Inspector fell back, nonplussed. The most be 
could hope for now, as a result of the night's events, was 
a case of forcible abduction and detention — a ridiculous 
mouse to crawl out of so lofty a mountain. He had 
heard enough of Helen's narrative to learn how the bot- 
tle came to be found in Sir Harold's drawer, and he had 
also gathered that Dan was not to suffer for that ignoble 
exploit after the faithful services he had rendered in 
atonement The young baronet's innocence was proved 
and he, Portman, could not even reap a minor vengeance 
against fate by arresting the man who had incidentally 
been the cause of his erroneous suspicions. 

But, though the thought that had been fathered iy 
his spiteful wish had gone into the limbo of the impoa- 
sible, the poison found in Sir Michael's body was still 
unexplained. Surely somewhere there was some one 
upon whom the handcuffs could be clapped in connection 
with the Castle mystery. 
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Suddenly Vamdyke broke into a harali chuckle, and 
all eyes turned to him. There ia rooBtly human pi^ for 
human sufFering, but somehow it was apprehension 
rather than that divine sentiment that was expressed in 
the faces of the little group. 

" You have had it all your own way so far ; now it's 
my turn," came the " Long Medico's " rasping tones. 
" Miss Learoyd has doubtleBa told you a pretty story — 
of how she has suffered because she was going to take 
the blame which my little vamped-up affair would have 
fixed on Sir Harold. But I expect she haa not told you 
how she first gave herself away to me, so aa to make my 
after proceedings child's play. She hasn't told you 
that she was under my thumb because I knew that her 
drunken father had diluted Sir Michael's draught with 
a deadly drug instead of a harmless fluid. She did not 
tell you that I found her bicycling to stop the groom 
with the medicine in the dead of night tiirough an ugly 
thunderstorm." 

Deeply agitated, Helen vainly essayed to speak, but 
Austin, having reassured her with a smile and a wave 
of his hand, turned to Vamdyke. 

" You must have known what was going to happen 
or you would not have met Miss Learoyd during her 
plucky ride that night, so as to take advantage of her 
diatress," he said sternly. 

" What of that ? " Vamdyke snarled back. " When 
you have got a bibulous old man and a lot of drugs aa 
a combination, you can pretty well guess what is going 
to happen if be is called out of bed to dispense." 

" I did not say that you guessed but ^at you htew, 
and I assert that your knowledge was a guilty one," re- 
turned Austin quietly. " You yourself showed me how 
the thing conld be done when you accused Mies Lea- 
royd to her father of placing die poison phial in the 
position usually occupied by the orange-water. I firmly 
believe that you changed Ae phials yourself." 
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"But you can't prove it, Mr. Cocksure," was the 
" Long Medico's " jeering retort. 

For a moment it disconcerted Austin, but only for a 
moment ; for Tommy, who had been listening greedily, 
was edging forward, his simian little face worlong with 
a huge delight 

" I can prove it, though," rang die urchin's shrill in- 
dictment " I saw 'im do it, and I'd 'ave let on before 
if I'd twined what it meant. Do you mind, miss, the 
artemoon when I clomb in at yer bedroom winder and 
down agin? Well, whiles I was 'angiu* on to the 
creepers on the way down, I gave a squint in at the 
surgery winder and ketched sight of Vamdyke. *£ 
was swopping two green bottles between the top abelf 
and the middle one." 
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ToMHT'a information, that he had witneaaed Vam- 
dyte change the phials on the surgery shelvee, supplied 
tie missing link of testimony without which the Gwy- 
nant mystery would never have been otherwise than 
theoretically' solved. 

At the adjourned inquest, held four days after that 
memorable night, Vamdyke was not well enough to 
appear, but sufficient evidence was forthcoming to enable 
the jury to bring in a verdict of wilful murder against 
him. 

Ample motive was found in his desire to silence 
Harold by embroiling him in the charge which Vam- 
dyke himself had cunningly engineered by playing on 
Helen's fears about her father. In this connection it 
may be stated here that, though it was some time before 
Doctor Learoyd held his head as high as formerly, no 
great blame was attributed to him for bis error in mixing 
the draught 

It was held to be a very different thing to have made 
the mistake by falling into the deliberately laid trap of 
the juggled phials from what it would have been if he 
had carelessly diluted the medicine from a vessel 
selected at haphazard. And fortunately Helen was able 
to testify, in all truth, that her father had gone to bed 
perfectly sober on the fatal night. From the honr of 
his daughter's deliverance Doctor Learoyd never again 
gave way to the habit which had been the prime cause of 
80 much misery. 

Inspector Portraan having been comforted with the 
chastened'happiness of a clear case against Vamdyke on 
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the charge of having murdered Sir Michael, it was not 
deemed worth while to proceed against the prisoner for 
the minor crimes committed id connection with it This 
course, strongly upheld by Austin Conyers, had the 
effect of freeing Dan Light from all risk of being tried 
for conspiracy — a state of things that would have been 
incongruous in the extreme, seeing that the ex-oonvict 
was a willing and important witness for the prosecution. 

But a happier result than even the rehabilitation of 
the Doctor and the whitewaahiug of Dan Light was Uie 
removal of Helen's scruples about a union with the man 
for whom she had suffered so much. She felt that her 
father's error having been due to another's crime, she 
was no longer called upon to make two lives miserable 
by an objection which the most sensitive conscience 
could not demand. 

And Harold's passionate pleading would have broken 
down her last guard, even had she been inclined to re- 
sist. 

" M.J darling, if your father had poisoned mine with 
intention, it could and should have made no difference 
between us — after what you have gone through for me," 
the young soldier cried impetuously, as they sat on the 
terrace at the Castle a week after Helen's escape. 

" Thinking as I did, I am sure that I acted right — at 
any rate for the beet — in giving you up. And I had to 
do it cruelly or not at all. But, oh, Harold, it was 
hard I " said the girl, gazing up at her lover with eyes 
that told how hard it must have been. 

To them, across the greensward of the park and up the 
terrace steps, came Gwen and Austin, laughing gaily and 
as skittish as a pair of colts. No one not behind the 
scenes would have taken the boyish, smoothfaced sky- 
larker, who was amusing himself with impeding the 
progress of his fiancee up the steps, for the tireless 
sleuthhound who had brought the " Long Medico " to 
book. 
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" Phew ! but it's warm," he said, flinging himBelf on 
the seat at Harold's aide and fanning himself with his 
soft felt hat. " Bat it's warmer where we come from, 
isn't it, my Gwen ? " 

" Yes," replied the young lady demurely. " It was 
certainly a enltry scene." 

And it transpired that they had just come from a walk 
through the village, where they had been chance wit- 
nesses of Mrs. Palsey's eviction from the poet-office by 
an official from the central office in London, who had 
come down to investigate the matter of the false tele- 
gram which had been intended to decoy Harold and his 
adviser away from Gwynant He had been at the 
Castle the day before to take their evidence, and there 
was no doubt that the scandal-loving postmistress had, 
from Vamdyke's dictation, copied out on a delivery- 
form a message which had never come over the wires. 

" The most instructive part of Mrs. Palsey'a exodus," 
added Gwen, " was the way in which all her old cronies 
were assembled to gloat over her discomfiture. There 
was quite a crowd of ancient gossips whom she had fed 
with false news, and they were one and all jeenng her as 
she superintended the packing of the van which is to 
transport her grocery stock to fresh fields and pastures 
new." 

" As you were instrumental in getting the case inves- 
tigated, Austin, you ought to stand her a bottle of the 
Universal Kadicat Rejuvenator, which you recom- 
mended with such good results to Mrs. Portman," 
said Harold, adapting himself to the mood of the mo- 
ment 

But Austin had become suddenly grave, in one of 
those quick transitions which characterised him. The 
sound of a tolling bell came across the meadows from the 
grey church on the hill-side. Only two days before its 
solemn note had sounded for the funeral of Dan Light's 
unhappy wife. 
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" That bell must be for old Treheme. He was dying 
yesterday, and, perhaps, it is well that he should have 
passed away without the raking up of old scores," said 
Austin. 

The other looked at him enquiringly. 

" You know already," he proceeded, " how the old 
man was taken ill on hearing that the secret passages 
under the Haunted Tower had been discovered and were 
in the hatlds of the police. It was on the day after our 
crowning adventure. Well, by the courtesy of my new 
and most subservient friend Portman, I went with the 
search-party told off to overhaul the old smuggling haunt 
which Vamdyke had converted to his own uses." 

" One moment," Harold interjected. " Has any 
reason come to light for his having provided himself 
with such a refuge ! " 

" Not yet, but I am confident that it will," returned 
Austin. " Well, as I was saying, I accompanied the In- 
spector and his men, and, in consequence of Treheme's 
terror that morning when we were interrupted by the 
bogus telegram as we were on the point of finding the 
beach entrance into the shaft, I kept my eye open for 
possible explanations. I have told you already how we 
entered from above through the tower, and, after follow- 
ing the shaft down to the beach level, were confronted by 
the locked door which once stopped Helen. 

" The key having been found on Vamdyke's person, 
the door presented no obstacle to us, and on passing 
through we entered a natural cave, the seaward end of 
which we knew must be the other side of the bollow- 
soimding rock of happy memory. The same horizontal 
and vertical junctures, covering a surface identical with 
those visible on the outside, were noticeable, but no 
means of moving it could be hit upon, till I thought of 
applying the same treatment as Dan had described 
Vamdyke using to move the boulder blocking the crosa- 
tunnel higher up. 
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" That proved to be the manner of entrance and exit. 
The rock was hung on a well-oiled pivot of iron, so that 
one end being pu^ed the other swung inwards, and vice 
versa. It was evidently a device of the old-time smug- 
glers for landing their cargoes, and Vamdyke's modem 
improvement only ccaisisted of some much-needed oil 
and a new lock to the wooden door that formed the 
second line of defence. Doubtless the smngglers varied 
their method of transporting contraband to their 
chamber under the tower, sometimes bringing it through 
the beach entrance and carrying it up the winding shaft, 
and sometimes hauling it up the face of the precipice 
into Tommy's lair and thence taking it along tiie cross- 
turniel. 

" The mere existence of such a disused burrow, even 
if he had been actively concerned in operating it half a 
century ago, would not account for Treheme's fright, 
and before returning through the door into the shaft I 
closely examined the vestibule cave without telling Port- 
man my reasons, which, however, were quickly justified. 
Behind some shale in a comer of the cave was the 
bleached skeleton of a man, his clothes long since rotted, 
but still girt with a leathern belt, in which was stuck an 
old-faahioned cutlass. 

" Since then, not with any idea of brining the old 
man to justice, but purely from curiosity, I have made 
enquiries amongst the other inhabitants in the village, 
and I have unearthed an ancient story, vague and dis- 
connected enough, of how, sixty years ago, one of the 
coastguards mysteriously disappeared and was never 
heard of again. I am afraid that ' Granf er * Treheme 
could have illuminated that dark story of the bygone, 
and that the fear of being asked to do so after all these 
years hastened his end." 

They were all sOent This faint echo from the lawless 
past had plunged them into a reverie from which it took 
the arrival of the more than ever privileged Tommy to 

; .iv,Goog[c 



878 THE ONE WHO SAW. 

rouse tbem. He appeared, as was his wont, not by die 
accepted route, but suddenlj leaped down from the 
parapet of the terrace balustrade, which he had gained 
by swarming up one of the pillars. 

" I've been to a bloomin' funeral," he said, standing 
in front of them, hia arms akimbo. 

They all held their breath, thinking for a moment that 
be referred to the funeral of Ann, his mother, at which 
be had been present two days before, but in ignorance of 
his relationship to her. Of that, by general consent, be 
was never to be informed. 

But Tommy was always full of surprises, and he 
allayed their alarm by adding, " A funeral in the water. 
We went out in a boat" 

" What did you bury, youngster 1 " asked Austin, not- 
ing by the whimsical cock of the boy's eye that he might 
safely put the question. 

" / did not bury nuffin — 'twas Dad," Tommy replied 
proudly. " 'E's buried 'is James in the sea, a mile from 
shore. Says, 'e does, it 'aint ever been a good friend to 
'im, and 'e don't want it no more. I wanted it myself, 
and when I arst for it whatcher think Dad up and 
didt" 

" What was that? " was the interested chorus. 

" Cuffed me over the *ead for the fust time since I've 
knowed 'im, and told me if 'e ketched me 'ankerin' after 
die Jamea again 'e'd bury me along with it," replied 
Tommy. " Dad's got a billet as a cabinet-maker, wot- 
ever that is, along to St Rodwell, and I'm goin' with 'im 
to learn the trade." 

So, in the boy's simple announcement, there passed 
from the group on the sunlit terrace a great anxiety 
about the future of the father and son who had wrought 
so well for them in their dark hours, and Austin Con- 
yers voiced the general sentiment by remarking 
quaintly : 

" Ex tenebri8 lux. Tommy, which, being translated 
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for your special beoefit, means ' Oat of darkness light.' 
It applies to all of us, I tlunk." 

Before the trial whicli resulted in the convicUoD of 
Vamdyke for the murder of Sir Michael Pentreath, 
those chai^d vith the du^ of tracing his career were 
able to supply a reason for his having proTisioned and 
furnished a chamber under the Haimted Tower. After 
his abuse of the misplaced hospitality of Harold's fo- 
ment in India, he had taken service vith one of the 
minor rajahs as court physician. 

The native potentate had shortly afterwards died 
nnder circumstances which left no doubt that be had 
been poisoned by the next heir; but Vamdyke having 
thrown up his position and disappeared a month before, 
no suspicion rested on him till later, when the actual 
murderer, in confessing the crime, described how he had 
bribed the late court physician to give him the fatal drug 
and instruct Tiim how to use it. 

With his usual cunning Vamdyke had insisted that 
the poison should not be administered tiU he was back 
in England. 

It was held unquestionable that the " Long Hedico," 
on learning that one of the officers who knew him for ft. 
scoundrel was expected home in the quiet Comiah vil- 
lage which he had selected as a retreat, became alarmed 
for his security, and prepared the chance-found chamber 
nnder the grim old beacon as a hiding place, in case the 
Indian police traced a connection between the dishonest 
regimental guest and the accomplice of the rajah's heir. 
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